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MABEL NORMAND, 

pretty, shapely and talented leading woman of the Keystone 
Company, has won a place for herself in the hearts of the 
ire-going public. Though originally with Vitagraph and 
under the B jraph banner, it is in the Keystone 
*s that Mabel has scored her tremendous hit She 
wohderful swimmer and has frequently been termed 
the “‘Diving Venus.’’ Her comedy is always original and 

laughter begins the moment she appears. 
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CRANE WILBUR, 
Pathe player, went on the 

f Tyrone Power and 
Wilbur’s aunt Born 


stage at ten, under the tutelage 
his wife, the late Edith Crane, Mr. 
in Athens, N. Y., In 1886, he went 
around the world with the Crane-Wilbur Stock Company 
and has played with Sir Henry Irving and Mrs. Fiske. In 
his pretty New Jersey bungalow, surrounded by his books 
and a host of congenial friends, he Is well satisfied with life. 
Photo by C : oe 


C. Floyd Coleman, New York 
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Picture field via the Edison studio, and after a 

Majestic films he returned to his first love 
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ORMI HAWLEY 


lyoke, Mass., on the map by choosing it as her birth- 
it was from there she set out a few years ago to 
her first engagement on the stage. After a short 


she was drafted into the great Lubin studio 
Her clear, soft gray eyes, hair the color of 
d, and purely classic profile have since been seen 
than three hundred photoplays. 
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CLARA KIMBALL YOUNG 


of the fortunate players selected from among Vita- 
companies to make the tour of the world, recently 
ad, and while n that expedition she appeared in 
a widely varied character. In Japan she was a 
Jap, n Italy an Italian, and in Korea a Korean; but in 
every picture, no matter where, she was, above everything 


l 


else, the talented, capable and experienced actress. 
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THE FAIRBANKS TWINS 
invariably delight audiences who witness their 
Thanhouser films, but before that were 
life at the Little Theatre, 
under the 


playing In 
to be seen in real 


in New York, where they were 
management of Winthrop Ames. Madeline 


and 


Marion are their names and they possess more dramatic ex- 
perience than 


the average child wonder of the pictures. 
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MARIAM COOPER 


is another of the clever girls who make Reliance pictures 
such interesting entertainment. Her dark hair and classic 
features photograph splendidly, and her quick intelligence 
to comprehend the wishes of her director makes for her ad- 
vancement in her chosen profession. She was seen to espe 
cial advantage as ‘‘Rosalie Crowley’’ in ‘‘For His Master.’’ 
a Reliance release of comparatively recent date. 
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GLADYS HULETTE 


will be re 


gnized by her admirers in all parts of the coun- 
try as the winsome little miss, who, by her natural acting 
ind total lack f imera cons usness, so quickly attracts 
ittention in Edison films. She has been with Edison for 
several seasons. Her eyes are always twinkling, her man 
ner is always vivacious and there is ever a smile on her 
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BIGELOW COOPER, 
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whether in the role of a multimillionaire or a hungry tramp, 
is always able to make his part one of the best remembered 
of all those on the screen. Needless to say, character study 
s his hobby. and once he encounters a new type he is never 
satisfied until he has been able to reproduce identically 
every gesture r odd facial expression, making them seem 
perfectly natural. 
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“The Squaw 


EDWIN MILTON ROYLE’S GRIPPING WESTERN DRAMA 


slipped away As soon as he 
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Man’ 


Novelized from the Film 


By Bruce Westfall 


Illustrated with Photographs from the Jesse Lasky Film, Featuring Dustin Farnum 


in the Title Role 


Chapter I. gate foll ed I ' ( 5 
BOUT the board in the dining-room of wanted But he was ( ( 
the home of the Earl of Kerhill stood erious ways She was his aunt; Kerhill’s 
a company of men and women. All mother. He and Kerhill were not only cousins, 
e one were tanding—glasses raised. ( ap but close friends | en We 5 ( ) 
umes Wynnega sat still, a smile on the girl Wynt ite loved had 
s ( They were toasting hin \s he e of blood i ff n ve 
ked aroun: e saw the friends of a \nd Kerhill, 11] self, wa 
etime Most en wore the uniform e Sixteenth Lanes 
¢ hi self cherish l Chey were his In the li iry 11S iu Was ) 
other officers. The women were their seized his wrist and drew him aw 
ind sisters \nd they had honored door. 
s th in who had accomplished the task “James!” she said. “Have you « r seen 
ent id set itself a year before— _ this check?” 
LiSil ‘un should provide for Wonderi took the check ft 
dow and the o1 ins of any man in the But, as his eye fell on it, he start: k 
( killed in action 1 Cry lorror 
1 ( ent mfusion that followed Good God—no!” |] | thor 
e drinking o ist the oldest woman sand pounds—drawn against the regiment 
-e leaned swiftly toward Wynnegate He fund! Someone has forged my name!” 
saw what he had failed to notice before: that She vroaned. 
he ri was n s ¢ ic ( iwnh, and that her a knew it. | feared ~ he she said Tames 
in the merriment was a pretense can’t you guess who has done 
James,” she whispered, “I must see you- “Not—Kerhill?” He shrank from the sug- 
as soon as possible Make some excuse tO gestion, so monstrous: did it sec 
ne to me in the library.” “Who else? James—he has been in trouble 
He nodded a promise, and a moment she’ with speculations, and betting h, I don't 


could, Wynne- know what! I’ve been half mad! I've sus 
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ne—but nothing as bad as 
\ o do som ng.” Wynnegate 
lled elf together wit in. effort “Tf 
(; 1k Diana 
i t ( nily 
I ! l | \ elizabeth 
| | I ust a ] ef! 
1tik le! he ( ] htust be 
t h lesp tely \n un- 
ed ] eves 
. ri ( \ you are un- 
| ink!” said Wynnegate. “My 
(; | vy wha asking m«¢ 
s dis ( to go to 
ly 
, she s Not that! You could 
ypear! ey wouldn't try to 
e1 ‘ er up th 
| nd the check 1s 
| ) es ou and 
y ] ( t Kerhill 
ell as a til 
{ ere was len st in outburst 
Phe vas thrown open 
C1 .erhill among hem, 
: ke!’ ed ie of them 
' p’y vy what they’re 
| ‘ ty thousand 
if Ma 1 some reason—” 
I Il’s eves He Saw 
ment he stood 
thet | ] ed at Kerhill’s wife at 
} 
| nel eT | nor the pla e to 
é said ry quietly 
” Lad Diana’s ( ut him, so 
Id was Do you realize that 
( S r h that silence 
h u | ( ) explanation 
He iw the scorn in her eyes. Could he, 
lovir her, knowine that she loved Kerhill, 
r that scorn from himself to her 


es not alter my decision,” he said. 


Chapter IT. 


inutes later, Wynne- 


ing « is battle with himself, 

rd the rustle of skirts He turned, to see 
yiana 

lame ire you mad?” she asked. “Do 


~% 


vou know what it means—disgrace—ruin 


Don’t!” he said. “Diana—you don’t care— 


THrEe PHOTOPL 


AY MAGAZINE 


Het eyes flashed scornfully 

“Il thought you more of a man!” she said 
“Are you going to make the coward’s plea 
are you going to tell me that if I had chosen 
you it would have been different , 

Wynnegate drew himself up. She was driv 
ing him too far. But, as he was about to 
speak, a step sounded beside them. He 
turned, to see Kerhill—Diana’s husband. 

‘Di—if you'll leave us a moment—l've got to 
speak to James—” 

Without a word she left them together 
Wynnegates hands were clenched, and _ the 
nails were biting into his flesh. 

‘Jim—old man—the mater’s told me—lI 
don't know what to say,” said Kerhill. “I 
must have been mad—but I'll straighten it 
out—l'll pay back the money, and clear you 


and I'll never forget what you're doing for 


“For you?” Wynnegate caught him up 
sharply. He was wondering how he could 
have missed long the lines of weakness that 
were so inly visible now in his cousin’s 
face. Weakness—and worse. “If you weren't 
narried—if you could pay alone—I'd let you 
face it a thousand times over—you cur!” 

Kerhill started back furiously. 

“Oh—it’s for my wife—” 

“Don’t say it!” snapped Wynnegate. “There 
are limits to my patience. Here—give your 


mother this check. It’s for all the money I 


have. \sk her to cash it—and to meet me 
with the money. She knows the place.” 


That same night Wynnegate said good-bye 
to England; to his regiment; to his honor, and 
to all that life held that was dear to him. 
He was making a supreme sacrifice for a 


but scorned 


woman—and she did not know it, 
him. She thought him guilty—and he smiled, 
and prayed that she might never learn the 
truth. For this man knew how to love 

Luck favored Wynnegate in his flight. <A 
small sailing vessel was off the town; its cap- 
tain, under obligations to the Wynnegate 
family, readily agreed to smuggle him aboard 
and take him as a passenger to New York 
On a liner he would have had searcely a 
chance to get clear, if a hue and cry were 
raised—and it seemed incredible, despite Lady 
Elizabeth’s assurance, that he could escape 
that. 

He saw no more of Kerhill or of Tady 
Diana. Lady Elizabeth alone said good-bye 
to him; she kissed him, sobbing 

‘IT can’t say anything!” she cried. “Oh, my 


bhoy—you know my heart is full 


“They tetl me America’s not such a bad 
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manner of that 


lace,” he said. He patted the bulge around 
His money, in bank notes, was in 


I’ll be all right, aunt. 


is waist. 


belt. “a 


’ 


daresay 

rood-bye!’ 
Chapter III. 

N the register of a great hotel, whose many 


windows overlooked Times Square and 


haven man signed his name—James Carston 


he white lights of Broadway, a tall, smooth- 
I 
fe smiled at the clerk—not at all after the 


James Wynnegate, 


“DO YOU REALIZE THAT IT IS A QUESTION OF YOUR 


“THE SQUAW MAN” 


lecessities He 


ply of clothes and other 


dined later, looked about New York, and, late 
in the evening, went to a roof garden to get 
cool. 

The only table he could secure was in a 


corner, cut off from view of most of the 


tables by a low structure of some sort. But 


he was not disappointed, for, directly across 


from him, at another table, was something 
Sitting with a 


that interested him vastly. 


couple dressed in the height of fashion was 





THAT SILENCE MEANS THAT YOU HAVE NO 


HONOR 


EXPLANATION ?” 


R.A., whom, save for the absence of a mustache, 
he so greatly resembled 

“T lost my luggage in a little accident,” said 
Carston. “I wish you’d send someone around 
to the shops with me while I get some dun- 
nage. And, oh, yes—will you look after this 
for me? You might get it changed into Ameri- 
can money, you know.” 

He handed over a very considerable sum 
in notes of the Bank of England, and the clerk 
changed his mind abruptly about asking for 
payment for his room in advance, which, in 
view of the absence of baggage, he had in- 
tended to do. Then Carston, after a look at 
his room, went out and replenished his sup- 


1 
} 


a big, tanned man so obviously a Westerner 
that he seemed almost like a caricature of the 
type. He was spending money lavishly; his 
voice rose constantly in loud and naive ex- 
pressions of his astonishment and enjoyment. 

“By Godfrey!” he said, again and again, “I 
sure am sorry I didn’t hit the trail for this 
man’s town a long time ago! Fill ’em up 
again, there, cap!” 

He was doing all the spending for his party. 
Carston, glancing at the man and the woman 
with him, could guess how he had come to 
join them. And then he saw something else. 
He saw the way the big man put his wallet, 
stuffed with bills, back into his pocket—and 





“NO—I'LL BE LEAVIN’, MA’AM,” HE SAID. 


the keen eyes with which the woman followed 
his movement. And then, as if by accident, 


the woman, who had risen, lurched against 
the Westerner. 
“Look out for your pocket-book!” cried 


Carston, sharply. The warning was almost 
involuntary; it had been torn from him. The 
Westerner put down his hand at the word; it 
caught the girl’s wrist. 

He rose, angrily. 

“So that’s your brand, is it?” he said, sav- 
agely. 

“Let go!” cried the woman 
was only a joke, Bill!” 

“No—I’ll be leavin’, ma’am,” he said. “Out 
in my country we don’t play jokes like that— 
no.” He turned to Carston. “Stranger,” he 
said, “I’m much obliged. If you'll lead the 
way to a place where we can lean against a 
bar, I’d like to buy a real drink.” 

Carston accepted the 


“Sit down—it 


invitation readily 
enough. 

“I’m from the cow country, stranger,” the 
Westerner told him. “Big Bill—Maverick— 
Wyoming—that’s address enough to reach 
me!” 

“My name’s Carston—Jim Carston,” said his 
rescuer. 
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“OUT IN 





MY COUNTRY WE DON’T PLAY JOKES LIKE THAT—” 


They had a real drink—and another. 
they talked. 

“Seems to me you're kind o’ foot loose, 
Jim,” said Big Bill, finally. “Why don’t you 
pack out West with, me to-morrow—where 
folks keep their hands in their own pockets?” 

“By Jove—I might do worse!” said Carston. 
There was something wonderfully attractive 
to him about the big Westerner; a bluff hearti- 
ness that, while it was as different as possi- 
ble from the manners of the men with whom 
he had been brought up, still pleased him. 
“But—I say, you don’t know anything about 
me!” 

“T know all I need to,” growled Big Bill. “I 
guess I can tell a man when I see him.” 

“T’ve nothing to keep me here—or take me 
anywhere else,” mused Carston. “I’ve a good 
mind—no. You’ve got to listen to me first, 
Bill.” 

“Get it off your mind, then,” advised Bill. 

“I’m an Englishman, you know,” Carston 
began. 

“You 
it!” 

“IT am, though,” said Carston. “And a few 
weeks ago I left England on a sailing ship 
because—because I was wanted on a criminal 


And 


don’t say! I’d never have guessed 
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charge. The ship burned at sea; I was one 
of those who were rescued. I was picked up 
by a liner—and here I am.” 

“Well—all that’s your business, ain’t it?” 
said Big Bill, looking rather puzzled. 

“By Jove—you do take people on what you 
think of their looks, don’t you? As it hap- 
pens, I didn’t do the thing they—” 

“That’s enough,” interrupted Big Bill. “You 
come out to Maverick with me—and you'll 
find no one gives a damn for what you were 
or what you did. It’s what you are and what 
you do they'll grade you on. Coming?” 

“IT am!” said Carston. 


Chapter IV. 


IG BILL had said that Maverick was 

ready to take strangers at their own 
valuation. It was. It asked only that they 
observe the rudimentary code imposed by the 
desire of conflicting elements to get along as 
peaceably as possible. Not that a little shoot- 
ing was considered a crime; the law frowned 
on it, but Maverick merely tolerated the law; 
it by no means encouraged it. Moreover, if 
Maverick didn’t scrutinize strangers very 
carefully, it exacted a return from them. 





BILL WAS PLAINLY POPULAR AMONG THEM; AND THEY WELCOMED CARSTON, TOO, AS BIG BILL’S FRIEND 
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Maverick itself, as a cow town that was 
honored by being a flag station on a trans- 
continental railroad, didn’t invite the most 
careful sort of inspection. It had its good 
points; it had, also, its bad ones. Jim Carston, 
descending from the train with Big Bill, his 
identity as Captain James Wynnegate com- 
pletely lost in his new incarnation, found that 
the railroad station of Maverick had another 
function. In fact, he saw that it was un- 
doubtedly more prominent as the Long Horn 
saloon than as the depot. As the saloon, it 
was the social center of the town of Maverick, 
and, consequently, of the surrounding country. 

Even at first meeting Carston liked Maver- 
ick and the men who constituted the greater 
part of its population. Big Bill was plainly 
popular among them; they welcomed Carston, 
too, as Big Bill’s friend. Had he landed among 
them without introduction they would have 
taken to him, undoubtedly, and given him a 
hospitable greeting. He was a tenderfoot, in 
a way, but there was about him the stamp of 
the man who has done things; who has lived 
and fought among men, and risked his life. 
Carston, in his days as Wynnegate, had seen 
active service, in India, in South Africa, in 
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ther places where the army of England had 

done battle. And so, for the sake of his 

wider experience, they were ready to forgive 
s ignorance of Western ways. 

was only one discord in the chorus 

greeted the two friends. 

the “boys” 


velcome that 


Carston, looking about him as 


rushed to welcome Big Bill, saw one who 
stood apart A good-looking, devil-may-care 
ap, this one who failed to hold out his hand 
Bill But there was a sullen, lurking look 


in his eye that made Carston wonder. 


| Say, Bill 


} ] hi hirte?” 
yroidery on his shirt: 


who’s the man with the em 
He asked the question 
as soon as he got Bill alone. 

Him?” Bill looked over; then swore dis 
ustedly. “That’s Cash Hawkins. I thought 
he’d ha’ been hung before now. The boys 
gettin’ careless, lettin’ him litter the 


‘ , ” 
eartn tnis long! 


‘What’s his specialty?” asked Carston, 
1 1 
i ASC, 


‘It'd be money in your pocket if you could 
prove it said Bill, his face losing its cheer- 
il aspect for the first time since Carston had 
known him. “I can tell you lots of things 


| think about Cash, but mighty little that I 
think it’s queer, for instance, that 


}] 


know. | 
Cash always has horses to ride and to sé 
and that he’s always somewhere in the neigh- 

rrhood when a lot of cows turn up missin 
[ don’t know he steals ’em—but I do know 
he’s always got money, and that nc one ever 
ew of his workin’ for it. An’ I know he’s 

1 lot of notches on his gun—an’ that a 
whole lot of the men he’s shot showed bullet 


holes in their backs. He’s a bad one—better 
| } To! him = 

He's got nothing against me, surely,” said 
{ arston 


will have,” returned Bill. “You size up 


lik i white man, Jim—and that’s apt to be 
C1 to keep you and Cash from. bein’ 
friends |” 

For a few days Carston visited around the 


untry With Big Bill he went on a tour of 


the various great ranches, living, from his 

n choice, in the bunk houses of the men 

Lie found that two or three places could be 
| 


taking Big Bill as his adviser, 


bought the Lone Butte ranch, a fine 


nt, and, 
nally 
yperty, with good water and plenty of graz 
ing land, as well as a favorable location for 
the turning loose of cattle on the open range. 
The life attracted Carston; it offered, as he 
soon saw, plenty of opportunity for hurd work, 


that would enable him to forget the things he 
had left behind him. 


Carston was not the man to sit down an 
brood over his troubles. He had left Englan 


without,compulsion; the cloud that was on | 


name was there because of his own fre 
choice. He saw no need to cry over spi! 
milk, and no profit in doing so. And so, tak 
ing Bill, who was foot loose, as his fore 
man, he settled down on his new propert 
His ranch was larger than the whole entaile 
domain of the Kerhill estates at home | 
eave him room in which to breathe. 

Carston bought the ranch, and all the cattl 
on the hoof. There was a round-up, in con 
sequence, to determine the price to be paid 
for the Carston flung 
this work with delight. He rode well, not in 


cattle. himself into 
cowboy fashion, but in his army way. At first 
the ways of the cow ponies troubled him, but 
he soon learned to adopt such of the cowboy 
methods as were necessary, and within a fe 
days he could hold his own with Big Bill o1 
any of the other men who worked for him. 
‘Lot of missing calves,” commented Bill, as 
they rode one day. “I don’t like it. And 
bunch of Bar ‘Z’ 
with our cows.” 


calves seem to be ttrailin 


He and Carston were riding together at tl 
time. And just after Bill had spoken, they 
rode into a coulee, and pulled up sharply 
the sight of a little group of mcn, dismount: 
who were branding a calf. 

“Hell!” said Bill, and rode forward quickly 
Carston followed him, and, to his surprise, sav 
that the man with the branding iron was Cas] 


Hawkins. Instinctively he reached for his 


gun. His movement was not observed; Cas 
and the others were paying all their attent! 
‘Hey, Cash—eyes ain’t failin’, are they 
“That cow ain't got no Bar 
An’ 1 reckon that 


sang out Bill. 
brand—she’s one of our’n. 
her calf you've thrown, ain’t it?” 

The cow’s answered th 


mere presence 


question. Carston rode up beside Bill. Sh 
as was his acquaintance with the laws, writt: 
and unwritten, of the cattle country, Carst 
understood what was being attempted. Cas 
and his party, coming upon a Lone Butt 
cow, with an unbranded calf, had roped tl 
calf and were preparing to mark it for the 
own. Once the calf was branded there wou 
be no way of proving theft; until the brandin 
the calf was presumed to belong to the out 
that owned its mother. 

“Mind your own business, Bill!” said Cas! 
He straightened up. “I aim to brand th: 
calf—” 

“That’s my calf—drop your iron,” said C: 
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on. His gun was out to enforce his com- 
“Walk around to that cow. Look at 


Satisfied ? If 


and. 


ie brand she carries. you're 


yt, Pll get down and rub your nose into the 
rand.” 

Black with hate and anger, Hawkins glared 
t the Englishman. But the unwavering gun 
n Carston’s hand was too much for him. He 
\oked at the brand on the cow’s flank. 


“Say—you're right!” he said, with an af- 


ticular to shoot a man in the back! I had to 
but I’ve been keener about som 
off the 


vo your way 
things than riding way you did.” 


‘There wasn’t any danger,” said Carston, 


‘If he’d 
been different. 


lightly. been alone—that might hav 


But even if those others art 


rustlers, they wouldn’t have stood for that 
Well—you said I'd have trouble with Cash 
You called the turn, Bill. I guess we're apt 


1 


to be busy with him.” 








‘IF YOU PULL YOUR GUN MY MEN WILL SHOOT 


‘tation of huge surprise. “Glad you hap 


ened along—if you hadn’t we'd sure have 


wed you a calf.” 
He turned the calf loose, and it scampered 
vay with its mother 


And, 
it a single glance backward, he turned and 


‘Come on, Bill,” said Carston with 
de away from Hawkins and his party. When 
ey were clear of the coulee, Bill checked his 
rse, 

‘By Godfrey!” he said. “You was taking 


es, Jim! Cash ain’t never been too par- 


YOU INTO RIBBONS!” HE SAID. “DON’T BE A FO 
HAWKINS” 


Chapter V. 
ARSTON needed none of 


It 
came to him to tell him that 


IM < 

hints that 
Cash Hawkins had marked him as an enemy 
Beyond never going without his gun, though, 
Carston took no special precautions. He « 
not know that Big Bill and some of the men 
who worked on the ranch had formed them 
selves into a bodyguard. 
boss is all 


“You see, boys,” said Bill, “the 


right—he’s a white man, and he can shoot 


and ride—though he does both some different 
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from the way we’re used to. But he don’t 
get this Cash Hawkins person sized up right— 
not yet. He’s an Englishman, and over in 
his country they’re pretty strong on law and 
order and policemen and things like that. So 
it’s sort o’ up to us to keep an eye on Cash. 
We don’t want to do Jim’s fightin’ for him—he 
wouldn’t thank us if we did. But we can see 
that he gets fair play.” 

There were moments when Jim Carston 
would have welcomed a fight with Cash Haw- 
kins—and when he would not greatly have 
cared if a builet had ended his dealings with 
earthly things. Try as he would, he could 
not quite forget home and the things he had 
left behind him Full as was his new life, 


ther? 


here were times, when he was riding alone, or 
trying to sleep in his solitary little ranch house, 


when his memories overcame him. At such 
times, if it were possible, he was likely to ride 
post haste for Maverick and the Long Horn 
saloon. 


There he found company, more or less con- 
genial—a chance to gamble, all the liquor he 
wanted to buy for himself and those who 
helped him to forget. And once, jumping off 
his horse, he strode in, to find the bar-room 
full. Cash Hawkins was there, in the center 

f the room. His arms were about an [n- 
dian girl, and he was bending her backward 
in an effort to kiss her, while she fought, 
silently, but in desperation. The men who 
were looking on seemed to be amused; all save 
an old Indian, in whose eyes smouldering fires 
of hate were showing. 

For a moment Carston looked on, not under- 
standing Then, with an angry oath, he 
stepped forward, got a grip on the bully’s col- 
lar and flung him halfway across the room. 
Hawkins fell, half stunned, and the Indian 
girl reeled against Carston. He supported 
her, while he turned with blazing eyes on Big 
Bill and the rest 

“You're a great lot of men!” he stormed. 
“Letting that bully rag a helpless girl!” 

“Aw—shucks, Jim,” said Bill, shamefacedly, 
“she’s only a squaw! You hadn’t ought to start 
anything along of her—” 

“She’s a woman, isn’t she?” blazed Carston. 
“T den’t care what her color is—she’s entitled 
to the protection of any man who sees her 
insulted. I believed the tales I heard—that a 
woman was safe in this country. I see I was 
wrong.” 


“Look out!” 


Shorty, one of Jim’s men, yelled the warn- 
ing, and he turned to see that Cash Hawkins 
had picked himself up, and was reaching for 


his gun. Carston flung out his hand—but made 
no movement to draw. His men had their guns 
out already. 

“If you pull your gun my men will shoot 
you into ribbons!” he said. “Don’t be a fool, 
Hawkins.” 

Hawkins backed up against the bar. The 
hate in his eyes was plainer than ever—but 
he did not draw his gun. Like all bullies he 
was prepared to wait until the odds were over- 
whelmingly in his favor. 

“I didn’t know she was your woman!” he 
said, with an ugly sneer. “You can have her 
for all of me—Squaw Man!” 

Carston laughed at the attempted insult 0 
the contemptuous appellation. He could weil 
afford to do so. He knew the girl by sight- 
Nat-U-Rich, daughter of Tabywanna, the old 
Ute chief. But he had never spoken to her 
He had noticed her, and thought her prettier 
than most of the Indian girls. But in his 
mind there was the picture of another woman, 
who, though she bore the name of another 
man, still left no room for thoughts of any 
other. 

Yet, true to the training of his whole life, 
he listened courteously to Nat-U-Rich as she 
thanked him for saving her. She spoke in 
soft, liquid tones, as do some of her race, 
and her words were those that had been 
taught her in a Mission school. 

“Nat-U-Rich is grateful,” she said. “She is 
Carston’s servant. She will find a way to 
pay back what he has done for her.” 

And Tabywanna, the old chief, shorn of his 
ancient power, but still dignified, rose and 
stood before Carston. In his deep gutturals, 
he assured Carston of his gratitude. And, like 
his daughter, he promised to give service for 
service. Carston, embarrassed, got away as 
soon as he could. Big Bill, still shamefaced, 
rode with him to the ranch. 

“You sort o’ rubbed it into us to-day, Jim,” 
said Bill. “But I. guess you're right. A 
woman’s a woman, if she’s red or white or yel- 
low. But you know how it is—we don’t think 
so much of squaws in this country. An’ if a 
man gets to runnin’ with them, he’s apt to for 
get he’s a white man. I’ve seen some pretty 
good men get to be squaw men.” 

“Just what is a squaw man?” asked Carstor 
“What’s the idea?” 

“A white man who marries a squaw. Usu 
ally he’s a no-account waster who’s after he 
land. Most of the Indians have land from th: 
government, and some of them is rich.” 

“I see. It’s considered pretty disgraceful?” 

“Something like that,” said Bill. 
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Chapter VI. 


iy chance ever blind? Is there not some 
hidden meaning in the pranks that fate 
Surely some guiding force must ac- 
omplish some of the seeming miracles we are 
so prone to set down to pure accident and co- 
ncidence. 


plays? 


Jim Carston, taking a new name, 
fleeing from a crime he had not committed, 
buried himself in Wyoming. And now the 
ountess of Kerhill, her health affected, was 
irdered by her doctors to a high climate. She 
had heard of the wonders of the Yellowstone; 
cerhill glad to 
ike her there. 

So far, 


dinary about that. 


was humor her whim and 


so good. There is nothing extraor- 


3ut what a difference there 


would have been in the lives of several 
oi 


le had the 


peo- 
New 
York one day earlier or one day later than 
they did! 
through 


Kerhill party started from 
The train that carried them swept 
Maverick 


Long Horn, a dozen men, Cash Hawkins and 


without stopping. In the 
Jim Carston among them, saw it go by. They 
had no chance even to catch a glimpse of any 
And 


moving 


of the passengers, so fast did the train go. 
that 
slowly, had backed into the siding opposite the 
saloon. 


yet, within an hour, same train, 


”” 


the con- 
here till 
That'll be in the 
suppose. All right to bring some 
ladies in here? There’s only one party wants to 
get off—English people, anxious to see the 
ereat and glorious West.” 

The 

“Sure—tell ’em to come along—we’ll per- 
form!” 


“Trestle afire a little ways along, 
ductor told them. “Have to lie up 
it’s fixed for us to get over. 
morning, | 


conductor laughed. 
cried half a dozen voices. 

Carston, sitting at a table in a _ corner, 
screened from the entrance by those who stood 
around and at the bar, could see those who 
came in without being seen himself. At the 
conductor’s statement that there were Eng- 
lish tourists aboard the train, he had shrunk 
away, It seemed impossible— 
but he might know these people. And then, 
with the stunning force of a blow between 
the eyes, he looked up and saw his cousin, 
the Earl of Kerhill, his old friend, Sir John 
Applegate, and Lady Diana Kerhill, the one 
woman in. all the world for him, coming into 
the Long Horn saloon! 

Desperately he looked about for means of 
escape. But there was no way in which he 
could leave the saloon without being seen by 
them. They had entered by the only door; 
y attempt on his part to escape unseen now 


instinctively. 
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would only serve to draw their attention. His 
best chance was to stay where he was. 

After a moment amusement began to sup- 
plant distress in his mind. The spectacle of 
Kerhill and Applegate trying hard to be demo- 
cratic appealed to his newly developed sense 
of humor. Big Bill, true to his friendly in- 
hospitable. 
Lord,” he 


trying to be 
right 


stincts, was 

“You're 
Kerhill. “Look us over—stay as long as you 
like. Let the train go on—now that you're 
here we'd like first rate to keep you. 


welcome, said to 


Have a 


drink?” 


“Aw—you'’re very kind—don’t mind if I do,” 
drawled Kerhill. 

He choked over the fiery whisky—his palate 
being used to the different fire of the Scotch 
But he swallowed his drink like 
and rose in the estimation of 


distillation. 
a man 





Maver- 
ick, which, by this time, had assembled almost 
at fuli strength. And both Kerhill and Apple- 
gate, Carston saw, understood the etiquette of 
the occasion. Both instructed the barkeeper 
to supply the wants of all the men in the place. 

But, though Carston took in these details, 
most of his attention was centered on Lady 
Diana. His eyes drank her in greedily. The 
mere sight of her, even though he could not 
touch her hand, or speak to her, was like the 
first glimpse of 
thirst. 


water to a man dying of 
He saw her eyeing the men and the 
strange surroundings of the place frankly, with 
amused curiosity. Probably had never 
before stood in a public drinking place, and 
yet she looked as if she felt no strangeness in 
the situation. 

Then, suddenly, a 


she 


discordant note was 
struck. Cash Hawkins had cried that he 
wanted to buy a drink. And, when glasses 
had been filled for all the men, he suddenly 
stopped the toast. 

“Here, Hank—where’s 
cried. 

“Aw—er—the lady doesn’t care to drink,” 
said Kerhill, with admirable self-control. 

“T guess she’ll drink with me,” said Cash, 
leering at her. She shrank back, in fright, and 
Kerhill, his monocle going to his eye, stepped 
between them. Cash’s face His 
hand went to his hip. In one stride Carston 
reached him. His gun was in his hand. 

“Shut up!” he hissed to Hawkins. “If I hear 
another word out of you I’ll finish you—here 
and now!” 

Hawkins, 


the lady’s glass?” he 


darkened. 


grimmbling, sullenly, gave way. 
Kerhill, his monocle still raised to his eye, 
stared at Carston in blank astonishment. 

“My word!” he said. “Is it~” 
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Chapter VII. 


r, the one woman 
verick! He wanted to escaped her. 
himself But as he “It is youl” she said. “James— what are you 
» heard a voice call- doing here?” 
“Ain’t you makin’ a mistake, ma'am?” 


\THERED TO GIVE THE ENGLISH PARTY, WHO HAD 
TRAIN, A ROUSING SEND-OFF 
oh, Jim—wait a minute!” 





rn ‘Jim 
the look It was Shorty. 


“\Well—what do you want?” he snapped, un 


him, 
graciously 


that leaped into 
she wants 


‘eeding it, there 


had seen on t 
thank you, I reckon. Hold on- 


lady—the English lady 
Shorty. “Wants t 


here she comes 


‘It’s the 
he » speak to you,” panted 


d low 
’ 1 1 . .e ” 
mt bother you or there, too. 


He was fairly trapped. Without explana 
his manners for ions to Shorty, and to all the rest, he could 

not be guilty of rudeness to a woman. That 
was one of the sins without pardon, in the 
woman was white 


he saloon 
‘ode of Maverick—if the 
While Shorty went back to the Long Horn 


Carston, with a set face, waited 


You wanted to speak to me, ma’am?” hi 
She looked at hin 


Then a sig] 


where his horse 
heeks and a reel- 


ble trick fate had said, as Diana came to him. 


1 long minute, without a word. 




















said. “My name’s Jim Carston—but I reckon 
| never saw you before.” 

She stamped her foot. 

“Do you think you can deceive me?” she 
ried. “Don’t be afraid—lI’m not going to 
give you away to the authorities! If you’re not 
man enough to take your punishment it is 
not my place to betray you! But—James— 


haven’t you a word for me—for any of us? 
Isn’t there some explanation? I—oh, I can’t 
velieve that you—” 

For a moment Carston pondered. 

“T think I know what you mean, ma’am,” 
“But—I 
arston. The man you are 


e said at last, gravely. am .Jim 
thinking of is 
lead—he can never return. Believe me, it is 
etter so.” 

There was a terrible finality in his tone 
His eyes met hers frankly and openly. And 
hers were the first to fall. 

“I’m sorry.” she said, in a muffled tone. “It 
would have made me happy to have a different 
inswer. I—I’m not very 
But—” 


happy—Jim—Car 
ston! 
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With a convulsive gesture Carston seized 
her hand and lifted it to his lips. 
flung it away 


Then he 


“Good-bye!” he cried. 

In the morning the trestle had been re 
paired, and all Maverick gathered to give the 
English party, who had siept on the train, a 
rousing send-off. But Jim Carston had not 
come back to the Long Horn. He had stayed 
on the ranch, fighting out his battle with him 
self for the second time. All the bitterness 
that had been leaving him had returned; all 
the longing for the things he had given 
Her coming had brought back the memory 
what they really were, and made it 
him. 
, ' 


waited until the whistle 


train, shrieking in the distance, told him the 


t 


Carston 


English party had gone Then, crazed by his 


thoughts, afraid to be alone any longer, he 
saddled a horse and rode wildly into town. He 
wanted company; a chance to gamble, or t 


drink; anything that would banish thought. But 


he found the Long Horn desert 
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Wearily he sat down. From his pocket he 
drew a handkerchief that he had uncovered 
the night before—one of the few things he 
had saved from the burning ship. It was 
the one memento of Diana that he had carried 
with him from England. Lost in the memories 
the handkerchief evoked he did not hear the 
fall of a stealthy footstep in the doorway. Not 
until a pistol spoke suddenly, behind him, did 
he move. Then he spun around—to see Cash 
Hawkins lying dead, face down, behind him. 
Crouching against the bar stood Nat-U-Rich, 
sobbing in sheer relief. 

“He would have killed you, Jim!” she cried. 
“T could not warn you—lI had to shoot!” 

“You—you saved my life!’ he said, wonder- 
ingly. “Nat-U-Rich!” 

How it happened he never knew. But sud- 
denly she was sobbing in his arms, and he 
was stroking her head and comforting her. 


Chapter VIII. 


VER the body of Cash Hawkins, an hour 

later, stood the Sheriff. Around him stood 

nen who had been within reach of 
Maverick. 

“Boys,” the sheriff said, earnestly, “I ain’t 
sayin’ that Cash was a good man. A self- 
respectin’ jury wouldn’t just acquit the man 
who put him out—it would give him a vote 
of thanks! But law’s law, and the man who 
done it has got to stand trial! Let me smell 


There was a roar of laughter. Half a 
dozen guns were thrust under the sheriff's 
nose, and he smelled the muzzles for the scent 
of fresh powder. But not a barrel was 
fouled; not a gun there had been fired that 
morning. 

“l’ll get the one who did it yet,” said 
the sheriff. “I’m sworn to uphold the law. But 
[ guess the gun that did it ain’t here.” 

Carston, standing apart, smiled to himself. 
He had been sure that suspicion would not 
fall on Nat-U-Rich—and he was glad of it. 
For what he, or any of the boys, might have 
done with impunity would have made trouble 
for a squaw. Cash Hawkins was a white man, 
bad as he was. And it was a cardinal prin- 
ciple that no Indian should be allowed to slay 
a white man, no matter what the provocation, 
and escape punishment. 

“IT guess we can go now,” said Carston, to 
Big Bill. 

“Sure,” said Bill. “I dunno who got Cash— 
but he did a good job. Say—wouldn’t be a 
bad idea if we rode round and herded up that 
bunch of strays. Smells like snow.” 
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“As early as this?” said Carston, incredu- 
lously. 

“You’re not in England now, Jim,” said 
Bill, with a laugh. “You don’t know what a 
real snow is, from all I hear of England. Yep— 
it’s sure goin’ to start comin’ down. An’ if 
we don’t want to lose them critters we’d better 
get busy. You ride north—lI’ll go south. Which- 
ever finds ’em will fire three shots as a signal.” 

So they separated. Jim, lost in thought, 
rode hard and long. He scarcely noticed the 
white flakes that began to fall at first; it was 
not until a stinging wind began to whip them 
in his face that he realized that Bill had been 
a true prophet, and that a hard snowstorm 
was in prospect. He should have given up his 
search for the lost cattle; no man unused to 
a Wyoming snowstorm should be out in one 
alone. But he stuck to his task, and presently 
he was struggling with a raging blizzard. The 
snow blinded him—titerally. His eyes, unused 
to it, gave way. Snow blindness afflicted him. 

His horse might have brought him safely 
home, but he fell, owing to the trouble with 
his eyes, and the horse wandered off alone. 
Carston, trying to find it, staggered among 
the drifts until, at last, he stepped onto a 
crust of snow that gave way under him, and 
fell deep down into a depression. He was un- 
conscious when he stopped rolling; he had 
no means of knowing that he had fallen into 
a hole held in reverential awe and supersti- 
tion by the Indians, because of a geyser, inter- 
mittent in its activity, that at times gave forth 
hot water and poisonous gases. 

When he struggled back to consciousness it 
had stopped snowing, and the sun was shin- 
ing. Over him, tugging desperately in an 
effort to lift him, was Nat-U-Rich. 

“I found your horse at our camp—and 
tracked him to the place where you fell,” she 
said, simply. “Then I followed your tracks— 
and they led to this place.” 

She shuddered, and he knew what it had 
cost her to follow him. With her aid he strug- 
gled to his feet, and, still supported by her, 
reached the horse she had brought for him. 
She took him to the Indian camp. There, by 
the arts of her people, she tended his hurts 
and completed the task she had begun of sav- 
ing his life. On the third day he was ready 
to go. But when he said farewell, Nat-U-Rich 
flung herself into his arms. He could no 
longer fail to read the secret of her eyes. 

“Stay—but a little while—with me!” she 
begged. 

** * 


A week later Carston returned to his ranch. 
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Chapter IX. 
MAN! 
Nat-U-Rich had saved his life, 


Carston, sitting, five 


A SQUAW 

years after 
in his ranch house, mused on what life had 
had left the 


Indian girl in the camp, overcome by shame 


done for him—and to him. He 


and disgust. He had meant never to see her 


And 
had met her, by chance. 


few months later, he 
On her back was a 
And, when he had asked her where she 
was going, she had told him she did not know. 

“My father’s people have cast me out,” she 
had said, simply. 


again. then, a 


pack. 


“I am to be a mother—of a 
child that has no father.” 
“A child!” Carston had 
mean—my child—our child?” 
“What else?” she had asked. 
you must not think of me—” 


Carston’s had been 


cried. “Do you 
“It is well— 


answer to sweep her 


into his arms. 

“What do you think of me?” he had cried. 
And; despite all her protests, he had carried 
to the nearest minister, who 
thought of these 


her with him 


married them. Now—he 





DOZEN GUNS WERE THRUST UNDER THE SHERIFF'S NOSE, AND HE 





SMELLED THE MUZZLES 


had The 


But he—was a Squaw Man. 


things. He prospered. ranch was 
Not 
ve. He had not married 
But, though the 
as a friend, there was 


and the old 


doing well. 
one of the ordinary ty] 
Nat-U-Rich for her 


boys still greeted him 


lands. 


between him 


Did he 


a subtle difference 


Jim Carston. regret it? There were 


moments of a 


passionate longing for for- 
saken things. But then— 
From inside a boy’s voice was raised. 
“Daddy!” it called, imperatively. “I want 


you to be a horse!” 

Carston’s face lighted. With a boyish spring 
he ran to answer the call. 

“Hello, Hal—ready for bed?” he asked, hap- 


pily. Down he went, on hands and knees, and 
Hal leaped on his back. And then they played 
together, man and boy—father and son. At 


such moments Carston regretted nothing! In 
the doorway Nat-U-Rich appeared, a Nat-U- 
Rich grown older, more mature, but still with 
her wistful beauty, and a childish appeal. 

“Do you love me, my husband?” she asked 
him, later, when they were alone together. 
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\re you ever sorry that you lifted me to be 
Never, little woman,” he told her. “Little 
ther! . . . I love you.” 
le had found peace with her She had 

into his life the ties that a man 

needs Without her and the son she had 
n him, the bitterness would have eaten 

it his soul lle might have gone down, 
ind dow1 Hle knew, if no one else could, 
it she had done for him. She had saved 
dily life in the crater; since then she 

id saved his soul 
| even lat night, when his happiness 


clouds were gathering 


Chapter X, 


. sheriff had never entirely forgotten the 
killi i es 1 It 


| ne ash Hawkins had become 
1 point of honor with him to bring the bad 
in’s slayer to trial. He didn’t want a con 


his duty would be done when the 
killer was found \nd he believed absolutely 


me tirmnr r¢ discovered 
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It was on a trip to Cheyenne, when his work 
was done, and he was waiting, in a saloon near 
the station, for his train, that a strange chance 
srrought him the evidence he had always 
hoped to find. He was drinking with some 
friends when a stranger, known to them, en 
tered. He was introduced. At the mention of 
the sheriff's title and county he laughed. 

“Say—what'd you ever do to that squaw 
| saw kill a man in the saloon by the tracks 
at Maverick?” he wanted to know. 

“What's that?” 


ears. 


The sheriff pricked up his 


“Saw it from my train,” said the other 
‘Just as we went through.” 

\nd he described the incident, with con- 
vineing detail. The sheriff, amazed, made him 
promise to testify. And the next day, in the 
Long Horn, he told the story. The news flew 
fast. It went out to Lune Butte ranch, and 
Big Bill went with the story to Carston. 

“It’s true,” said Carston, gravely “She 
saved my life, Bill) He was going to kill me. 

Bill loosened his gun in its holster 
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THE SHERIFF, AMAZED, MADE HIM PROMISE TO TESTIFY. AND THE NEXT DAY, IN THE LONG HORN, HE 
TOLD THE STORY 


“Then I guess she don’t need to be tried— 
not any,” he said. “By God, Jim—she may be 
1 squaw—but she’s white!” 

To the ranch house came the sheriff. Nat- 
U-Rich was with Carston. He took her hand. 

“TIT want your squaw—for the murder of 
Cash Hawkins,” said the sheriff. 

“Sure you ain’t mistaken, sheriff?” said Big 
Bill. He pressed his gun against the sheriff's 


ribs. 
“T~-reckon I was, Bill,” said the sheriff, 
quietly. “I don’t want her just now. - You 


carry a powerful argument.” He paused for 
a moment. Then he spoke to Carston. “But, 
Jim Carston—I’m going to get her. Law’s 
law—and she’s got to stand trial!” 

“You go to town, Jim,” advised Bill. “I'll 
stay here and look after things. Scare up some 
of the boys—you can talk them over. Tell 
them how it was.” 

Carston knew the advice was good. He 
rode after the sheriff into town. And, just 
as he reached the Long Horn, the train from 
the East drew in. Carston pressed forward 
with the rest, to see who had alighted. He 







































staggered as he saw Lady Diana. She came to 
him at once, her hand outstretched. 


” 


“James!” she said. “Thank God, you art 
till here!” She turned to men with her. “You 
know the Earl of Kerhill, I think,” she said 

They bowed, gravely. Applegate stepped 
forward and wrung his hand. Carston, dazed, 
stared at them. The men of Maverick had 
stepped back. They could see that this was 
a meeting of old friends, and there was that 
in the eyes of the woman that awed them 

‘The Earl of Kerhill! Diana—what do you 
mean?” gasped Carston. 

“Jim—Jim—how could you?” she cried 
“How could you be so quixotic? To sacrifice 
your life! Oh, we know it all! My—husband 
is dead—as the result of an accident. Before 
he died he confessed—everything.” 

Carston bowed his head. 

“I’m sorry,” he said. “A rattling good sort, 
Kerhill—though he made the one bad mis- 
take, you see. Anyone might‘do that. Di— 
I’m sorry. And you came here—to tell me?” 

“To tell you,” she said. “And to induce you 
to come back with us—to your place as Earl 
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of Kerhill. The title goes to you. We— 
had no children.” 

Carston drew back as if he had been shot. 
Suddenly he laughed, harshly. 

“Earl of Kerhill!” he said. “And the new 
countess—a Ute Indian, wanted for a murder 


1 


she committed to save my worthless life! 
Cood God!” 


Chapter XI, 
A [ the ranch house, two hours later, Carston 
set his jaw. 
“Di—it’s no use! I’ve made my bed—I’ll lie 
in it. Here I belong—here I stay! You’ve seen 





of beast. He can love in different ways, I 
suppose—that must be it. I’m fond of her— 
I know what she’s done for me. And the boy— 
ih—you’ve seen the boy, Di! He makes up 
for most things!” 

Diana bowed her head. 
“You’re right, Jim—a thousand times. But— 
it’s the boy I’m thinking of. He’s to be Earl 
of Kerhill. You have the right, I suppose, to 
bury yourself out here—to stay here—with 
your wife. But have you the right to keep 
him here—Hal?” 

“What do you mean?” Carston started jeal- 








TO THE RANCH HOUSE CAME THE SHERIFF. NAT-U-RICH WAS WITH CARSTON. HE TOOK HER HAND 


Nat-U-Rich. Could I take her back to England? 
Would people receive her? Oh, you see how 
impossible it is! I owe her my life—and a 
good bit besides, I fancy. It hasn’t been easy— 
and she kept me from going mad.” 

In a strange tone Diana asked a question. 

“Love her? Is that fair, Di—? Hang it—I 
don’t care! You know, I fancy, where my love 
went—a long time ago, Di. You didn’t want 
it, I never blamed you. A man’s a queer sort 


ously. “Di—you don’t mean I ought to send 
him away?” 

“Can the future Earl of Kerhill be educated 
here, Jim? Can he be brought up in the tradi- 
tions of his family—the traditions that made 
his father do the bravest thing a man ever 
did?” 

Her heart was leaping in her eyes as she 
spoke. The sight of her thrilled Carston. 
He steadied himself with a look toward Nat- 
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U-Rich, who was looking on, quietly, out of 
hearing. 
‘Jim—you know what is the boy’s due. 


Let 
me take him. I will love him—care for him— 
see that he has all a boy can want. You can 
see him. I will bring him to visit you every 
year. But remember what you will condemn 
him to miss if you keep him—” 

Carston got up. For a time he walked up 
and down, his head bent, brooding. 

“He’s my boy—and well as the 
yoy who’s to be Earl of Kerhill!” he cried. 
‘Di—doesn’t that count for anything? Must 
| go through the grief of losing him?” 

“I needn’t argue with you, Jim,” she said, 
proudly. “The man who chose as you did 
the night you left England is going to do the 
right thing now.” 

“Good God!” he groaned. He looked at her 
“If I let you take him—he’s not to 


hers—as 


ercely. 
be allowed to forget his mother—or what she 
“He’s not to be made to 
Indian! 


did for me!” he said. 
feel ashamed that his mother was an 
He’s to be proud of it—or he’ll be no son of 
mine!” 

“Of course,” said Diana, quietly. “Jim—l 
ype I know a thoroughbred when I see her— 
vhether she’s white or red.” 

Her eyes met his eyes frankly when she said 


‘You shall take the boy,” said Carston. 
I will tell his mother, and try to make her 
inderstand.” 
His face took Nat-U- 
I Painfully, trying to choose the 
simplest words he could find, he told her. He 
sought to explain that by the accident’ of 
leath he had become a great chief in his own 
‘ountry. 


was lined when he 


1 aside. 


1c 


“All that I renounce—to stay with you,” he 
“But Hal—for him 
Nat-U-Rich. It is 


him 


said, his arm about her. 
we may not renounce it, 
his birthright. We send from 


must away 


a 
1s 


Does he go with the white woman?” said Nat- 
U-Rich. 

“She is our friend—she will take your place 
with Hal,” said Carston. 

A spasm of pain distorted her face. 
stoically, with the training of her race, 
bowed her head. 

“It is not for me to say no when you have 
decided,” she said. “I would be alone for a 
time. Leave me, Jim.” 

He held her to him. 

“We must bear it together,” he said. 
tle mother—poor little mother!” 

He stood long, his head bowed. 


But 
she 


“Lit- 
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Chapter XII. 

ARSTON knew that if he delayed he would 
never be able to let Hal go. And so it 
arranged that Diana should take him 
back with her the next morning. On the 
ranch the news that Hal was to go away was 
like a bolt from a clear sky. He was the 
friend of all the boys; Big Bill shed tears when 
he heard that he was to go. As Shorty, with 
the buckboard, drove up, to take Lady Diana 
and Hal to the train, all the boys pressed 
around Hal. Carston’s arm was about the 
boy; he was smiling, to hide the pain in his 
heart. Nat-U-Rich stayed inside the house. 
She had made her farewell alone. 


Was 


Each had 
He took them smiling. 
He understood only that he was going on a 
journey, to see strange sights, with the pretty 
lady who was waiting for him, in her riding 
habit. She preferred to ride beside the buck- 
board. In Hal’s eyes there was no grief; only 
the childish pleasure of a new and strange ad- 
venture. 


One by one the boys came up. 
some little gift for Hal. 


No one noticed the coming of a few extra 
riders; those who heard the horses thought 
that others were coming to say good-bye to 
Hal. the 
into the chorus of farewells he effected a com- 


And so, when sherift’s voice broke 


’ 


plete surprise. 


“Hands up, Jim Carston!” he cried. “I’ve 


come for your squaw—and my posse’s got 
every man here covered!” 
“Damn you—couldn’t you have waited, at 


least, until the boy had gone?” 
furiously. 


cried Carston, 
“I need no Squaw Man to teach me my duty,” 
sheriff. “I’ve 


1 


heard that shi 


said the 
her. 


new evidence against 
and Cash—” 

With a snarl of rage Carston sprang forward, 
“Don’t “|—” 
His him. To 
heriff, armed as he 
) 


I’ve 
say it!” he cried. 
attack the 
suicide. sig 


own men seized 


S Was, Was 
Bill, his hands up, stepped forward. 


“Sheriff—I’ll cram every word like that you 


utter down your throat!” he said. “You lie 
when you say them. And I'll prove it when 
we meet on even terms, man to man—unless 
you say now you lie!” 

There was death in Big Bill’s eyes. The 
sheriff looked at him a moment. 


“I didn’t mean anything by it,” he stam- 
mered. “I—sort o’ thought I might make Jim 
here own up to what really happened—” 

“That’s enough,” said Bill, contemptuously. 
“Easy, Jim. He’s got the drop.” 

“Frank—go get the squaw,” said the sheriff. 
“She’s inside there, I reckon.” 
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The deputy went into the ranch house. Jn 
e minutes he returned. 
“Nothing doing,” he said. “No one there, 


The sheriff cursed. But a search, led by 
himself, produced no trace of Nat-U-Rich. 
Carston—you'’ve hidden her!” he stormed 


You fool—do you think that'll do any good? 

she had a reason for killing Cash she'll 
get off all right Hand her over—the sooner 
\ lo that, the sooner the trouble will be 


I don’t know where she is,” said Carston 
\ look of anxiety began to show in his eyes. 


| know as well as you do that there’d be 


” 


n hiding her. 
lf she isn’t here, wher is she? stormed 

\round the corner of the ranch house there 
ame, walking slowly, an old Indian t was 
fabywanna, father of Nat-U-Rich, chief of 
the Utes. On his face was paint; he wore the 
feather headdress that marked his rank \s 


ie men in his path recoiled, 





to give him a clear pathway. In his arms he 
carried a burden, a burden that drooped and 
lay still. 

“Do you seek my daughter, white man?” 
he said to the sheriff. “Behold her! She is 
beyond your reach!” 

He held the body of Nat-U-Rich before the 
sheriff. Slowly the official uncovered. 

“She’s killed herself,” he said, in an‘ awed 
voice. “Come, boys—this is no place for us.” 

With a great cry Carston leaped forward 
He stood looking at the body. His eyes met 
those of Tabywanna 

“My daughter knew that her time was come,” 
said the chief. “Her man had loved her—he 
loves her no more. He took her son from 
her, and gave him to the woman he had loved 
before. She was my daughter. She knew 
what to do.” 

Carston took the body of Nat-U-Rich into 
his arms. He staggered to a log and collapsed 
on it. 

“Poor little mother!” he said, looking down 
on the dead face before he covered it. 
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mound of earth that covered his squaw. Kngland. I’m going—with her boy Bill— 
Chey had left him there, after the simple ser\ he’s never going to forget his mother. He's 
e. His head was bowed when Big Bill met going to learn about her from me. And we'll 
him be back, he and I.” 
Jim—Jim—oh—there ain't nothin’ for me to At the ranch house, Diana, her arm about 
say,” said Bill. He held out his hand, and Hal, was waiting 
Carston gripped it “Jim—you’re coming with us, now, aren't 
“You'll be goin’ away, I reckon,” said Bill you?” she said, gentl 
lim—they tell me you’re a lord—?” He looked into her eyes. Death was 
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A “Man’s Man’ 


man’s man, 
women alike, 


ss ’ ; ” 
mans man. 


and 


have 


By Hazel Fuller 


RTHUR VAUGHAN JOHNSON is a 


everybody, men and 


a preference for a 


That is one reason for his great popularity. 


And his personality, of course, is responsible for 
the fact that he is a man’s man. 


He is sincere, he is friendly and he is not af- 
fected. There are both warmth and good-fellow- 


ship in his handshake, 
welcome in his smile, 
and a make-yourself- 
at-homeness in his at- 
titude when you find 
him out at the Lubin 
studio in Philadelphia, 
with some spare time 
that he seems to. en- 
joy giving over to 
you—this, notwith- 
standing the fact that 
he is tired out from 
the strain of four 
days’ work out in the 
wilderness some 
where, making some 
big scenes for a big 
release. The reason 
for his un- 


usual spare - 
time is that ag 


the train has 
just let him 
off at the 
“Philly” sta 
tion and he 
has accorded 
the rest of 
the after- 
noon to him- 
self and com 
pany to de- 
rest. He de- 
to talk, so he 
chair that 
as big as it 


fit his great 


SO) 1) 6) Ot 


o 


recalls his first meeting 
rence W. Griffith, 


first picture “job” 
3iograph company. 
puts his black hair 
his forehead repeat- 
a quick movement 
tinctly Johnsonesque. 

“IT was out of a 
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ARTHUR 


vote to a_ needed 
clares it rests him 
settles himself in a 
could be three times 
is and yet not quite 
length, and he talks 


interestedly of whatever you want to know—him- 


self, his work, his previous alliances, his recrea- 
tion. His deep-set gray eyes “reminisce” as he 
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V. 


JOHNSON 


Biograph studio. I 
was to get five 
dollars a day the 
days I worked, and 
he said he guessed 
he could keep me 
busy for a while. 
But going down 
those subway 


with Law- 
gave him his 
with the 
And he 
back from 
edly, with 
that is dis- 


job, it was 
summertime 
and there was 
no chance of 
getting a part 
on the stage 

I had just 
been told so 
at an agency 
and walked out and 
into Broadway and 
wondered what I 
would do, for I not 
only wanted money, 
I needed it. The 
man who had charge 
of the agency called 
me back and intro- 
duced Lawrence 
Griffith; said he 
wanted a man for 
picture work and 
thought I would do. 

“I was glad he 
thought so, and we 
starten for the sub- 
way, en route to the 
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stairs, my height made such an impression upon’ that I would get 
him, he said he thought tall 


he 





maybe I was too 


for the leads 


























or didn’t he want 


me, that there was Robert B. 
Smith Russell. 


a variety of parts 


no need of my 


making the trip if 


a picture 
studio. 
Up till 
then | 
had seen 
but a few 
pictures 
wasn't 
particularly 










and 
in- 
terested in 
Anyway, 
| started work 
that 
The ‘tiny’ lead 


them. 


afternoon. 


I played with was Mary Pick- i. 


ford. We worked together— 

oh, a couple of years, I guess, 

for I was with the Biograph for about four years. 
“By that time, of course, I liked the work 


better than that of the stage, where | 

had spent fourteen years. I started early. p 

When I was eighteen a friend of my *- 
; father came to Davenport, Iowa, where 

we were living then. This friend was an actor, 


a Shakespearean one, and when he said he would 

give me a part in his company, and my father 
‘ gave me permission to go with him; I realized 

my chance to make good had come, so I went; 
and I worked mighty hard, too. 

“My father was a minister and had hoped that 
|! would follow his calling, when I came of age. 
But all my life I had wanted to be on the stage 
and looked forward to the time when I would 


accomplish this object, for I never doubted but 





matter of a start seemed hopeless. 
“Well, I played Shakespearean roles for about 


wanted me to take, two years. Then I left and went into a larger 
as the girl who was company. <And from there—I don’t remember 
to play opposite me where I went, but I stayed on the stage for 


was tiny. So [I _ fourteen years.” 
stopped right there It was just the experience to fit him for the 
and asked, did he work he has done since. There were several 


years during which he played leading parts with 
Mantell, Marie Wainwright and Sol 


With the late Mr. Russell he did 


“Melodrama and James J. Corbett 


he were going to ing and sympathy 
decide after I[ got of to-day. 

there that I would 

not do. But he said, of my stage experi 


ing back that strageli 
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there some time, though the 


that gave him an understand- 


that is notable in his work 
were part 
ence, to remembers, put- 


ling black lock of hair 


: ‘ ” 
maculiate evening dress. 


But in others of his roles, 
that lock of hair is as much 


a part of the picture as the 
expression, the walk, the 
gestures, of its wearer. 


regard 
inevitable 


People have come to 


lock as an 


that 
item in Johnson pictures. 

~herish a liking for it. 
It is so characteristic of 
It seems 
ave pow- 
ers of restor- 


ing 


memory, 
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or after it’s again been put in place, the story of his 
ler incidents in his life. He 
Ohio, his 


ntions ot] screen work, where 
Cincinnati, 


tells the 


arly days in 
nd he 


hat makes me 


he dropped it a few 


year. minutes previous 


thirty-eight, at his leaving the 


feel that old 


Seems impos- Liograph company. 
“T went to the 
Reliance studio 
there 
staved a 


think Mere. & 
tempted me here, 


days at Kem 
if the hottest from an | 
commented Mr. 
prettiest, too | 
nport.” 


hildhood life of | very nearly three 


‘Ss ago and shortly after 


l came | directing 


began 
my own pictures. That was 
work the 
fascinating thing it has beet 


what made the 
for the last two years. It’s 
the planning, 
the produc 
ing and the 
playing of 
roles in one’s 
pic 
tures that 
add to the 
work.” 


own 


interest of the 

And during those two years 
of his own direction and the 
“very nearly three years” in 
which he has been seen in 
the films that boast 
the “clear as a 
bell” 


Johnson has cemented the frie 


slogan, M1 
dship between 
himself and the film-gazing public 
that first 
more 


It is a pop 
Biograph ap 
than the 
times seven,” which, with his 


with his 
that has 


“ 
seven 


rest, unless larity began 


run into pearance and 
New York 
and visit the 
Screen Club, 
And | 
to auto 


grown 
proverbial 
entire seven years’ screen experience as a sec 
ond multiple, gives him the accorded popularity 
like of all follow the 

come and go and come again on the 


dis the cities, 


who stories and faces. whicl 


™ screens of 


and towns, and villages. 


Then, in closing, Mr. Johnson said: 


placing and 


“There are times—they are seldom, but they 
when I think, in the 


‘Ts it 


consequent 
replacing of do occur once in a while 
the lock of face of 

black 


disappointments and_ tiredness, 
worth while?’ ” 
have You wait 


-n the \ typically Johnson 


hair 
for the answer 
smile 


slow, deliberate, 





cause of his 


taking up 


broadens and you know, before he says-it, that 
the answer is to be—“It is.” 
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HOLLISTER AND A FEW 
the shops and bazaars! This little gold cap 
was made for me in Cairo by an old Arab, 
who followed our company around like a dog, 
and who could never understand the 
little box that was the camera!” 

Here she took a heavily carved jewelry case 
from the top drawer of her dressing-table, and, 
opening it, handed me a ring 
quisite. 


cat 
~~t 


queer 


that was ex- 
It was a large Chinese jade stone, 
in a loop of pure gold, and was beautifully 








OF HER CHARACTERIZATIONS 


chased. The stone was unusually large and 
Miss 
she 


perfect and the setting was very unique. 
Hollister laughed and blushed a bit 
began to tell me its story. 

“It was sent to me from Shanghai, China, 
by a Chinese merchant, and was accompanied 
by a beautifully written letter, telling me that 
he hoped I would honor his unworthy self by 
accepting his insignificant 
a modest request for my 


as 


There was 
autographed photo- 


53 


present. 
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VAMPIRE’ 


rite 


was only too glad to comply 


appreciation like that tha 


mexnect d 


makes this work SO fascinat 


moving picture 


il . told me, earnestly, as she trans 
ned herself from a bewitching little girl 
slim, well-groomed society bud “We 

ill | suppose, get tired of ourselves and out 
sorts with the world in general. We get 
ut of focus, so to speak, and then comes 
ilonge a letter like this, or something unex 
rected that warms the cockles of one’s heart 


life worth living again. 


My favorite parts? Well, I don’t like light 
edy parts. I am happier in strong, emo 
nal roles, like ‘The Vampire,’ ‘The Shadow,’ 
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I liked best my work as th 
favorite wife in ‘A Prisoner of the Harem,’ on 
of our foreign pictures, the title part in ‘TI 
Vampire,’ and almost any kind of foreign part 


and all those parts. 


I just love Italian parts.” 
she 
studio. I 


Her change of costume complete, aros 
back to had 
opportunity to observe her closely nov 


and we went the 
good 
and I took rapid advantage of this oppor 
tunity. She has lovely brown eyes, a trifl 
long, and very luring, in which a merry twit 
kle Her 
black, and hangs in curls far below her waist 
I know, because’ | that Sh 
the title of the “most popular woma: 


Kalem Studio,” 
of 


finds permanent abode. hair 


saw it way. 
wears 
at the 


consent 


so named by popular 
the other players out there, an 
one of the prettiest traits of her character 


the sweet unconsciousness with which sh: 
accepts the adulation of the public and he: 
fellow players. She doesn’t realize her ow: 
beauty, sweetness and pooularity (unhand m« 


villain ! will indulge in thes: 
beautiful poetic flights occasionally). 
“Will you please say that I think ‘The Ver 


Durand,’ by 


My typewriter 


geance of Vitagraph, is one of 


the most beautiful pictures ever put out, an 


that Edith Storey, who played the lead, is th¢ 
most beautiful and the cleverest actress? Isn't 
she a dear?” and there was no mistaking Miss 
Hollister’s enthusiasm, or its sincerity 

“My hobby?” she chuckled, gleefully. “Act 


ing! I love it! Any part, any time. I’m 
perfectly miserable away from Friend Camera 
But the minute the camera begins to click, | 


forget 


myself and remember my own part 
It’s the most fascinating thing in the world 
It’s like living several lives, like being hal! 


a dozen different people in a week. There’s 
like it! I’ve with Kalem fou 
years and have no desire to ever be with any 


nothing been 


other company. I love the Kalem.” (And if I 
may say so, Kalem returns the love.) 
“Picture now, folks,” called Mr. Vignola, 


and my lovely new friend arose to go. 
“T have enjoyed this chat ever so much,” 
“It hasn’t been at all like 
Please come and see m«¢ 


she said, sweetly. 
I thought it would. 
again soon.” 

And wonder why so 
of the movie fans love Alice Hollister? 


now do you many 





Force of Habit 


“WW \LLIE” REID (in a scene), roaring with rage: “Who told you to put that paper on the 
wall ?” 


Extra man, who was doing a “bit” as a decorator: 


“Wallie:” “Pretty, isn’t it?” 


“Your wife, sir.” 

















“Tack of Hearts’ 


By Richard Willis 
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in my ability, he listened to Kathleen's 
plea and let me play the part of Sam 


Houston’s son. I surprised both him and 



















my sister, and in a week’s time I doubled 
chief. We went all over the states, and 


Garden Theater, New York, just after Sta 











opened the Shubert Theater in New Ork 
Kathleen Kerrigan added her testim: 
play and paid a tribute to the way he al 
“And after that?” I queried. 
“T joined the Spooner Stock Compan 
New York, and then had 
the road Then came ‘The lastet 
Key, in) which Orrin J 


Francis Ring and m 





entirely Wrappe up in 


played 
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medy parts with the Essanay company for a year, and, although I was ap- 
proached by the Selig management with a good offer, I stayed where I was and x 
ibsorbed all I could learn.” ‘er 


“What after that ?’ 


“tL was feeling none too well myself, my mother was still ailing, and my 
twin brother, Wallace, was quite sick, too, so when a splendid offer came 
trom the American company to go farther West, we all thought of the sun 
s] and the freedom from damp and decided to go to sunny California.” 

\re you glad?” 

Glad is not the word. California has been so bountiful in its gen- 
¢ ity to me and, indeed, to all of us. Wall -’s weight has increased 
\ ¢ ( ind he S disegra efull and 
] tl ‘¢ thet keeps well, and [, \\ ll now 
how Ia It has helped my work, too, 
for | not worrying 
a le matters. 3 en 

io i 
player 
by th 
Am« rica 
com 
) 1 os 
three 


Yall if 
LaMesa 
, Lal 
sid 1 
San dic 
’ 

we 

n 

d 

0a ta 















4 Barbara, 
VA where | 
worked for a 


year. In fact, 1! 


















is a standing joke 
that | helped dig the 
new 


foundations for the 
but it was in 


did, 


“Have you any particular comments to make on 


studios there. I a picture.” 


your American engagement ?” 
“Let 
had the opportunity to see myself on the screen for 


me see—one curious thing is that I never 


two and a half years, and it was some time before 
the public really knew who I was, then came a big 


publicity campaign and I became very well known 
“And then came the Universal, | suppose.’ 
“Ves, I have been here some months now and 
have had a varied line of parts.” 
“And you really like the motion picture pro- 


fession 2” 


“Ves, indeed,” and there is no mistaking 


the sincerity of Kerrigan’s tone. 


“I like it 


from every angle, the won- 





THREE SCENES FROM “THE ACID TEST,” 
A POWERFUL, POLITICAL PHOTOPLAY 





derful work, the appreciation of the 
public, the home life it affords. It 
is a wonderful study, too, and, al- 
though there are such big induce- 
























“TACK OF HEARTS 
ence, for far the larg st part ] get beautiful and se sible letters and 
[ am very deeply grateful to the senders, and | sincerely enjoy re- 
ceiving my mail, and oh! can’t people understand what my popularity 
means to me? It is life itself not only to me, but to my own dear 


people. All the foolishness you see in the papers about my corre- 


spondence does not come from me, but from irres] sible inte " 
ers who want to dish up something ‘spicy.’ No, my correspondence: 
with me, is a serious matter, and it is a fact that I answer the letters 
myself, although I receive lots of help from mother. don't know how 


long I will be able to keep it up, though at times it gets beyond me.” 


who write 


SII | 


SOQ9O0E.000" | 


it,  ~oneannmeaiae Fy, , $ / wou humorous 
“Sa0000r' . tten 
S rre 
in ad 
11 
\ re \ 
I hnds 


sonation s 
for he en- 
veniently forgot 
as I felt I wou 
in my every-day 

“How about all those mash notes and 
proposals?” I asked. I smiled for I knew 
that I was getting into a hornet’s nest. 
When Mrs. and Miss Kerrigan had suf 
ficiently pulverized me, Warren laughed 
and said 

“You know how foolish all that. silly 
talk is, don’t you: 

{ nodded 

“Be a good fellow and say for me that, 
although I have a very large correspond- SCENES FROM “THE RESTLESS SPIRIT” 
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In the Movies 


J. E. Hare 
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“True Blue” Mary Fuller 


By Mabel Condon 
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thi rka lay world of « ervbody else’s But 
ma e, because of Mary's belief in the goodness 
of people, she has found them to be just that way. 
ind es in her dream rld at the end of 
ca it the Ldis studio, and her 


































} books, ind 
j 
vs her work 
ue 
basket are 
1 


mer com 
panions. 
And b 
tween and 


during 


joyment, 
steal the 
mind - 


threads 


+ t é _ 
, 
next 
» Mary \ 
| 1 dream 
1 ‘ 
1 a 
; ‘ 





t] , “And now the 
r the public doesn't 

nears know I have 
her 
dri ing 
I in th 
Bri + 
au > t 
and it 1 
most ré 
about Mat 

n 
te in the things that | am doing and that are 
just before me to do, that I don’t seem to realize 
! am alone in my leisure time. But that has been 
the way all my life, yet I’ve always been happy. I 
don't think a constant coming and going of people 
is necessary to happiness, do you?” 

Happi es without per ple people without happi- 
ness! The general opinion has always seemed to 


be that the one depends upon the other, and the 
other upon the one. Anyway, Mary Fuller has her 


that have 


opinion of it and it has worked out beautifully 
with her, so she says. 

“T have never had a girl chum,” Mary went 
on, the thoughtfulness of her expressive eyes be 
traying their owner’s flight to the passing of all 
the yesterdays that have made her the Mary 
Fuller of to-day. 

“No, I’ve never had a girl chum,” she repeated. 
“But I’ve had dolls, all kinds of dolls—and I 
have them yet, every one! They've shared all 
my secrets—hence my secrets have always re- 
mained secrets!” she laughed, untucking her feet 
with their silken ankles and suede pumps and 
tucking them away again more comfortably. 

“Tl didn’t know very many little girls when I 
was a little girl, because I had a private tutor 
and there was no way of meeting other little 
girls And as long as I can remember, it has 
been my greatest pleasure to just imagine things. 
I've been on the stage as far back as my memory 
goes—in those day-dreams of mine! But act- 
ually, my first stage appearance was 
made when I was seventeen. I had 

studied voice up 

until then relig 
) iously, believing it 
was the thing that 





was going to dom 
inate my future. 
And see!” 

She threw out 
her hands in a 


little gesture 
that said, 
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“TRUE BLUE” MARY 


take care of it and sometime, maybe, they 
will hear it. I’m not thinking of leaving 
pictures, but somehow I feel that my voice 


is going to mean a great deal to me some 


1 


There was a prophetic look in the brown 


fathom it, the look was gone, and in its 


fitted the way Mary said: 


the ‘Mary series!’ I love being D in 
the ‘Dolly series! There is vari and 
life in being the agile newspaper girl sent 

tona e assignment, and there is 1 
spiration in the | train and clinging 
gOoW r the s ety Cl Yi k v that 
S at I = ¢ 1¢ | es 


‘T love all the girls and women I am 





Pp SO ( 
times [ thinl 
like est th 
nes of sin 


it I 
Cal ne- 
pi ( oO} lish 
dress 1 m 
hair ' 
irls Then | 
elieve | 
e the in 
nish hen 
| Vy ¢ x 1 
( ( S { 
Vil ets l 
t rt d 
pin y hais 
severe 1) ' 
ler a black 


grand lady ina 
dress that de 
cidedly has 
lines and a 


train that makes 
people keep a . 
, i rwo CENES TROM 
three-foot dis- a PRINCESS O} THE 
tance in th DESERT” ‘ : ra 
ince it th ESF ‘ \nd wh vou wonder, do you 
rear, an ! . 1: | 
dae d when like this one the best, when the 
really more appealing, 


and fancies—and 







romance ¢ f Grecian 
maids \gain you 


and feel that Mary’s 
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Oe 


would put it on for me. I loved it; it was a 
erand-dame part. 

‘But I’m particularly fond of the ‘Dolly’ pic- 
tures I’m working in now. We are making two 
a month and they're full of action. I like lots of 
ife and adventure in a picture. I got so much 
f it in the ‘What Happened to Mary’ and tl 
Who Will Mary Marry’ series that now I crave 


it. So the ‘Dolly’ set of pictures is providing m« 


( 


1 constant sensation. And when I’m not work 


ing in them, I’m making gowns for eventful 


is to figure in—and it takes 


appointed if there 


«t} 


many changes. | 
\ Sel iry hec <S 
| aon ft | AK¢ 
t ng | weal 
t | iilored 
2iTris are SO tired 
\ ] en t h 7 vet 


1 1 1 
t} ¢ 
they dont have thi 
tion to sev 
‘ : 
a putto Yes tango 


parties and dinners 


require ambition. But 


1 
} 
i 


that’s different, the tired- 


when - they - get - home - at 
night girls will tell you. 
“T have great, great ambi 


tion—I want to do son.e 


ple: that will mean soni 


thing that will ele vate peo- 


thine more to them than just 
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good in the world, i 

striving for: I y — MISS FULLER WON WORLD-WIDE FAME IN THE Two 
v Oo Wal ») O1\ le . od a 
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people—something instructiv: I went on the did— Really? Well, I'm so glad you liked it. 
scage when I was seventeen years old and, after \nd all the time that I had my costumes packed 
several years, | went into picture work. But I’m away, waiting to play the countess, because the 
still cultivating my est | should ever re director didn't particularly like that part for me, 
turn to the stage and, though I’m not thinking of ’ve been anxious to know how others liked it, 
that now, one never know ol . so you can know I'm glad it pleased.” And Miss 
Are you ready, Mary?” came the voice of Mr. \lary’s enthusiasm made her brown eyes dance 
Edwin, and then came Mr. Edwin, and he looked under the droop of soft brown curly hair that 
at me, as he said, “I'll be ready for u almost une over her forehead, and her teeth showed 
rignt away.” white and pretty when she smiled 
Y \ll right then,” answered Miss Mary Then, because I knew it was time for Mr. Ed 
vith her back toward the door, and to me: win and his injunction to appear again upon the 
‘Please don’t go yet—lI ‘can start to get ready scene, I said good-by to Miss Fuller, and opened 
and you wont be a bit the way.” the door just in time to admit Mr. Edwin’s pom 
“But Mr. Edwi ” | remonstrated padoured head. “I’m so glad you came—try to 
“Oh, I have lots of tin  @ ided Miss lary. call again.” Miss Fuller said it as though she 


wished, glancing toward her dresser things. Bu he sun had almost disappeared and had left 
Miss Mary wasn’t thinki f them; she was in its wake a soft, fading twilight that made one 
Lying L live dt | have wonderful thoughtful of many things—the subway distance: 
dreams of things that I me dav to d ind between the Bronx and Times Square, for one 
my dre m so real to me that I guess that  thing—then you thrill again in the experience of 
t need pe le fot mpanions m another handclasp bestowed by Mary Fuller 
out-of-work hours And you really don’t notice the distance back 


Good Advice 


By Robert A. Simon 


OU want for marry Niu (Guiseppe deef’rant, he ees treat 
I tal vat vou d ller no to soocha theengs, but go 


; ot es ag ; , ir 
\ e wer ika vou los’ evra night: and when at las 
Dec wat I tal « true: Da mont’ w’eech Rosa sayees pass, 

1 . Z sey 1 ’ - ’ 

let happe1 n ne avo. She say, ,ou bot’ ees fine and gran’, 


But Guiseppe, he ees my man 
esiaaa ot 1 wi 
iOWras, Cak and wine, 


I 
Guiseppe. too. and bot’ proposa But, oh! da peecture show for mine.” 


\ mont’—eet weel 1 he + late So cef you lika Nina, Joe, 
And den I sav. w’eech one I tak 2” I tal you what you do- 


Paoli sand her flowra ak’ You tak’ her to da peecture show 


And candy, all good theengs for eat And she weel lika you 




































H] prope mm S¢ ed while S1i¢ 
talke Being a prope woman — she 
sewed swiit nd talked ith 1 m 
or in all the world there is ne who k1 S 


Leonard Mlerrick’s “Man Who | derstood 
Women” knows one-half as much as does 
she. While the caravans of life pass 


I 
ilo gf ovel the sands of the 
Shie¢ SITS LO rit S Cs 
wordless, s etimes ¢ - 

a t # t i 5 » tl 1 d 
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id pass¢ 1 oh I 
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picture studios. 

She Was S1 £4 | ne 
with me in the big Essana 
studio in Chicago while I 
waited for Beverly Bayne. 
She had drift 1 from the 
platitudes of weather nd 
personal acquaintanceship rec- 
ollecti: ns when she fell upol the 

bject of beauty in women 

“Maybe its ecaus¢ ( alwavs 


heen in a business where good looks in 


woman count so much that I value them so 


highly,” said the property woman. “I was raised 
to believe that ‘beauty is as beauty does.’ but 

u can’t live with shows for twenty-eight vears 
without seeing how far a pretty face will take a 
woman. Of course, I don’t sav that it’s every 


thing. Nobody, 
do say it’s plenty—if it’s the third degre 
“What's the third 


“Well,” the property woman mused, 


unless she’s a fool. But | 


doe 5. 


degree ?” 


snapping 
a thread, “the first degree is the 


good 


kind of 
looks that a woman doesn’t make anything out 








Beautiful Beverly Bayne 


By Katherine Synon 


at first sight, but that doesn’t wear. 








1 


It's money in the bank that she doesn't take 


cond kind is the sort that looks well 
it It’s counter- 
third degree is the kind that’s 

Don't you know 


MCSE alii Cli tal WUJilichll isCs. 


what I mean? You use your feet to walk, don’t 


I S matte whether they re pretty 

eet or et if ‘ll carry you where you 
wan sut a face is different from 

se, if you have a pretty face, 


n make it carry you farther 
an ugly face 
take you \ beautiful woman 
can use her beauty for her own 
sensible 
woman uses her feet for 

r transportation. The 
many 
pretty women,” the prop- 


erty woman continued, “is 


that they don’t use their 

rains to save their faces, 

or use their faces to aid 
' their brains. The girl 

wh does both these 
the sphinx 
ised for a metaphor, 
finding it at last in the 
rn phrase—‘an 
She squinted critically at 


then 


looked up 
quickly in the direction from 
sound had 


upon the quiet of the 


creaked 
studio 
mean?” she 


‘y 
Do vou see what I 


picture that 


on the 
the doorwa f a dressing room framed, 
hat Alma-Tadema 


inted for its glow of color, its joy 
youth. He would have framed the girl in an 


rd lossoming cherries somewhere in 





h summer, 


e with apple-green 


ns le would have filled her arms with the 

lossoms and set her down on canvas as a radi- 

ant spirit springtime, but he need only have 
] +} 


expectancy of the 


imparted to the picture the 
girl’s uplifted face to insure the onlooker’s appre- 
ciation of her great beauty. 
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The girl in the doorway of the dressing room 
was wearing one of those sailor suits that flour 
ish under the name of Peter Thompson. Her 
dark curls were tied back with a broad black 
ribbon. The gown and the hair-dressing style 
were both so simple and so severe that the fa 
mous beauties of history—past twenty-two—would 
have been objects of ridicule had they ever es- 
sayed such costuming. But the girl was so utter]; 
unconscious of effect that her audience of tw 
watched her in fear lest something might breal 
the spell of her indifference. Nothing did, 
even the knowledge that she was being wat hed 
For when she saw the property woman. sh 
skipped across the studio with a gay little dan 
ing step, a variation of 
“Aren’t you a dear,” she said to the propert 
woman, “to stay after everyone else is gom 


17 ? ty) tT 
ist ) iN Ut 


lat dress for me? 

The property woman smiled. As she arose t 
go she spoke words that must have been enigmas 
to the girl who had just come. “Do you s 
what I mean?” she asked. “Some people use 
theirs for kindness, and being pleasant to othe! 
people That’s when beauty’s an investment 


” 
] + 


Tl is is Miss Beverly Bayne, sine said, and welll 


1 1 1 


The girl slipped down into the chair the prop 
erty woman had left. “What was she talking 


ut?” she asked. The question brought out 
limples that plaved hide a seek over he 
eeks \bout beauty 2” she re ited the 1 
*swet [t's in et il t ) n she aske¢ 
Don't you remember v WV sed to have 
say over and over again in school, “Beauty 1s 
truth, truth beauty,” and all those other lovely 
quotations? Didn’t you love to keep on saying 


them, rolling out the r’s in truth, and shouting 
lat the echo came back from the blackboar« 
at the end of the room? I used to think that thi 
old phrases said all that there was to be said about 
beauty in the abstract, but I found one a coup! 
of years ago that keeps ringing with the others 

“‘*Beauty grown old in its. eternity, shi 
quoted “T am puzzled about that How could 
something eternal grow old? Wouldn't eternity 
be terrible if it means growing older and older 
Does it mean that, do you think?” 


“Let’s ask the property woman. She 


“Do you know what she'd say?” Beverly Bayn 


demanded. “She’d tell us that there was only 
one true phrase about beauty. ‘Beauty is only 
skin deep,’ she’d say.” 
“That wasn’t what she said to me.” 

“What did she say?” The girl leaned forward 
in eager listening to the second-hand narration of 


the property woman’s philosophy. “I think,” she 
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said, “that she told you what she really thinks. 
She tells us what she thinks we need. You 
know,’ she went on with the seriousness of a 
child, who’s just learning a lesson, “that in mo- 
tion picture work one of the dangers an actress 
has to overcome is the danger of thinking too 
much about how she looks. You see, we have 
to make every gesture, every movement, consider 
every facial expression from the point of view of 
how it 1s going to register. We have to work 
with the constant idea of just exactly how these 
gestures and movements and expressions will 
look upon the film. It is like posing for your 
photograph every minute. 

“Posing for a photograph always makes girls 
self-conscious,” the zirl reasoned, while her own 
unconscious pose emphasized her grace. “You 
can always tell the degree of the victim’s self- 
consciousness by the expression of her mouth. 
Sometimes her mouth is drawn. Sometimes it’s 
smirking. Sometimes it’s crooked. But it’s al- 
ways unnatural if she’s saying to herself, ‘Now 
I'm having my picture taken.’ An actress has to 
forget that she’s posing if she wants to look 

itural in a picture. On the stage a girl who’s 
acting can be a little self-conscious without hav- 
ing her work altogether spoiled by the fault. But 
in a picture she simply can’t be. We have to 
keep thinking of how the picture is going to 


1 1 


° - ’” 
look, instead of th 


inking of how we are looking. 

“Tsn’t that a fine distinction?” 

“Seeing how many angels can stand on the 
point of a needle? Not exactly. It’s a little bit 
of craftsmanship, that’s all. And that reminds 
me of another trouble that actresses have. So 
many girls go on the stage thinking that acting 
is an art. Well, acting is an art. But, don’t you 
think that it’s true that every art must have a 
basis of technicality? Doesn’t an artist have to 
be a craftsman?” 

“That is a question, isn’t it, that has disturbed 
the critics since the beginning of art?” 

“T don’t know,” she said. “But I used to know 
an old woodcarver. He was a Swiss who had 
ome to America from one of the mountain 
cantons of Switzerland. He made the most beau- 
tiful cabinets in a little shop in a little town 
He made them all with the same care, the same 
enthusiasm. I used to watch him work when I 
was a little girlk One day he had an order for 
a very wonderful cabinet, a very expensive piece 
of work, but | 


e didn’t work on it any more 
carefully than he had on the pieces that he made 
in the dull times of the shop. One of the work 
men in another shop came in and saw him work- 
ing. He began talking with him about the dif- 
ferent ways of turning out work. He asked him 
why he had worked just as long and as hard on 
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the regular stock as he did on pieces like the one 
he had for this order. The old cabinetmaker 
ooked at him over his spectacles 

‘Unless you can get your joy in life out of 


the work that you do every day,’ he said, ‘you 


aren't going to get either much joy or much 
work.’ 

“Don’t you know how phrases stick in your 
memory Well, that has been just like a burr 


in mine Whenever work seemed difficult or 


nonotonous and | had an inclination to ‘slop it 
ver,’ I have had an inspiration by remembering 
what the old Swiss said. I can see him working 
at those cabinets, and I-know that the only way 
in which anyone can ever be a real artist is by 
loing | work well day after day for its own 
sake. 
“When I started to act for mo- 

tion pictures,” she said, “Il had 
no experience. I thought it 


I 


was going to be a ndi 
ip ag t ( | n 

found that moti pl 

t icting is so dit- 

é t n method 

I om I iv’ ¢ \\ rk 


ng isn i uli nec- 
essary What is 

ne { Sal 1S the 

é 101 eling 

I l re But 
that’s ust as neces- 


In iny kind of 


artistic work. You can’t NS 

te a book, or a play, or _4 

' , _* 
ma 1 statue without that * 
thrill. It’s differently expressed — 


each art. But the work is just the 
e, after all I’ve found that the best pictures 
ire the ones into which I’ve put the most feeling.” 


“What play did you like best of those you’ve 


Sometimes I think that I liked the first,” she 

iled, “and then again I think that it’s always 
he last that makes the strongest appeal to the 
ictor. But now that I come to think about it, | 
think that I like ‘Dear Old Girl’ best just be- 
ause of a little thing that happened from it. 
We were putting it on down near Cornell Uni 
versity at Ithaca and one of the students saw us 
acting for the machines. He wrote to his mother 
that if she ever had a chance to see the play on 
the films, she was to attend the performance. 
She happened on it by chance down in a show in 
Newark And she wrote me a poem. Would 


>)? 


you like to see it 


She went swiftly over the studio floor while the 





% A the heart, 
— And to dream the old 


sunlight from the western windows aureoled her 
dark hair and surrounded her with moted radi 
ance. In the moment while she was gone in the 
dressing room the studio seemed darkened. Sh« 
came back, waving a bit of monogrammed not 
paper, and seated herself again in the property 
woman’s chair to read the verses. w 
“It was written on Valentine’s Eve,” she com 
mented, “and sent to the theater, then forwarde: 
to the Essanay company here.” Then her mezzo 
soprano voice swung into the music of the para 
phrase of James Whitcomb Riley's poem: 


- , —_ 
AAS One Wi 


o cons at evening o'er an album, all 


And muses on the faces of the friends that he has 
known, 


So 1 turn the leaves of fancy till in 
shadowy design 
I find the smiling features of 
that dear, sweet face of 
thine. 
(As when Ned Warren 
tall and fine, 
Looked in your eyes 
with love divine. 
O, precious hours, 
O, golden prime, 
O, afluence of love 


and time!) 


“°T ts a fragrant re- 
trospection for the 


loving thoughts that 


Start 
Into being are like per- 
4 fume from the blossoms of 


dreams 
over is a pleasure most divine 

When my truant fancy wanders to that “Dear Old 
Girl” of thine. 

(Then the parting and the pain 

And his waiting all in vain, 

All the sorrow and the anguish of his true and 
manly heart 

Aroused in me a sorrow and made the slow 
tears start.) 


““(“Vassa Ned done meet Miss Dora at last.) 

O, Dear Old Girl! Is this your presence with me 

Or but a vain creation of a lover’s memory? 

That fair elusive vision soon to vanish into air 
when Ned at 

Last was happy though his sweetheart’s lips were 
dumb, 


For she would not smile in heaven until his ktss 
had come. 
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Thus I find an extra flavor in memory’s mellow 
wine 
That makes me drink the deeper to that “Dear 

Old Girl” of thine.’” 

“Aren't people kind?” Beverly Bayne asked. 
“No, I’d never done a thing in this world for 
that woman in Newark, and just see the gift that 
she sends to me—a poem about myself!” 


But in deepening twilight of the studio there 
came in the unspoken question, hadn’t she 
given that woman in Newark as great a ‘gift 
as she had received—perhaps a greater one? 
Hadn’t she given inspiration and the thrill that 
comes from looking upon beauty? And isn’t 
beauty—the sort of beauty that is not stored in 
the vaults of self-esteem, but that gladdens the 
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world by its unconsciousness of itself—the great 
gift not only of God to those who possess it, but 
also to those who look upon it? 

The last flame of the sunset, tinging Beverly 
Bayne’s hair, answered the question. But the 
property woman added another comment as | 
met her in the hall. “Well, you were with her 
over an hour,” she said. “Did she tell you one 
thing about her childhood, or her family, or her 
career ?” 

“Not one.” 

“I forgot,” said Beverly Bayne. 

“And what about beauty?” 

“Beauty,” said Beverly Bayne, “means washing 
your face every night.” 

The property woman smiled—‘“and a little bit 
more,” she said. 


The Movies Actor 


By Charles H. Meiers 


— “movies” actor, every day, 


Has troubles of his own. 


He does things in the photoplay 


Which sturdy men alone 


Could do; yet keeps on smiling, and 


He does them in a way 


That looks quite easy and offhand— 


As if ’twere merely play. 


He risks his life to make a scene, 


Which will produce a thrill 


When it is thrown upon the screen— 


It is the people’s will. 


He sinks or swims or jumps or falls, 


He rides or walks or “flies,” 


And promptly rises to all calls, 


To please the public eyes. 


He acts the villain, grim and old, 


Or plays the lover gay, 


And then the hero, strong and bold, 


Who, conquering, goes his way; 


And if some peril grips a friend, 


He yields not to dismay; 


But cheerful, valiant help doth lend, 


In life as in the play. 






































LOOKING ITS BEST. SO, IN THE ESTIMATION OF THE YOUNG MAN, WAS 
MISS POLLY BAINBRIDGE 
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AFFAIR OF A MUSICIAN TO END UNHAPPILY 


Dy john Carey 


Illustrations from the American Beauty Film 


T was a beautiful summer afternoon and 

Mrs. Bainbridge’s garden, filled with laugh- 

ing and chattering guests, was looking its 
best. So, in the estimation of two young men, 
was Mrs. Bainbridge’s daughter, Miss Polly 
Jainbridge, who was being introduced to society 
that afternoon. The young men were Billy May- 
berry and John Keith, who had just arrived, 
and who were greeting their hostess and admir- 
ing her young daughter at the same time. 

“You see, I brought him at last,” Mayberry 
was saying, as he presented his friend to the two 
ladies. “He’s an awful hermit. Sits in his room 
with that confounded old violin of his and does 
not care if he never goes anywhere or meets 
anybody.” 

“T’ve heard about that violin,” remarked Polly, 





laughing. “Billy says it keeps him awake nights. 
I'm afraid he doesn’t appreciate musicians as he 
ought to.” 

“To Billy there is only one art, and you have 
to go at it with a paint brush,” replied Keith, 
as he strolled away with Miss Bainbridge. Bill) 
Mayberry looked after them with a grin. The 
young painter and the violinist were sworn chums, 
in spite of their utter unlikeness. 

“I had to rope and tie that chap to get him 
here to-day,” Billy remarked to the elder lady. 
“It’s the first social affair he’s attended since he 
came out 


f school; but something tells me he'll 
come next time of his own accord. I say, Auntie 
Bainbridge, who’s that stunning looking person 
in the green gown?” 

Mrs. Bainbridge laughed. She had known 
Billy since his baby days, and both she and Polly 
were very fond of the harum-scarum artist. 

“That’s the beautiful Mrs. Willing,” she 
answered. “She’s a widow and considered very 
fascinating. Shall I introduce you? Perhaps 
she’d like her portrait done.” 

“Never mind the portrait. Do you suppose I 


can't look at a pretty woman without wanting to 
paint her, you mercenary creature? Lead on.” 








And Billy, introduced to Mrs. Willing, forgot 
John Keith entirely. 

Much to Mayberry’s amusement, his careless 
prediction came true; John Keith came out of 
his retirement and began to go about like other 
human beings. Hitherto nothing had interested 
him but his music. Hour after hour, he had re- 
mained shut up in his studio, which adjoined 
Mayberry’s, practicing on his adored violin. Now 
he went everywhere—that is, everywhere that 
there was a chance of meeting Polly Bainbridge. 
Billy Mayberry was delighted, for he loved them 
both, and he and Mrs. Bainbridge watched the 
affair like two very dissimilar guardian angels 

silly’s own affair with the pretty widow was 
progressing fitfully. The lady was a flirt, knew 
that Billy was one, too, and took great delight in 
making him happy and wretched, according to the 
sort of spirits she chanced to be in. 

In the meantime, it began to dawn upon John 
Keith that he had a rival. Pretty and attractive 
as Polly Bainbridge was, it could hardly be ex- 
pected that she would not have admirers by the 
dozen; but of all these, there was only one of 
whom Keith was afraid. This one was Martin 
Courtland. 

Courtland was a man of nearly fifty, and an old 
friend of Polly’s. He had watched her from 
the time she had come home from _ boarding 
school, and every year she had grown dearer to 
him. Naturally unselfish, however, the man had 
never spoken to her of his love. It did not 
seem possible to him that a young and lovely girl 
could care for him, though he had seen cases 
where men older than he had married and ap- 
parently been happy with girls as young as Polly 
Many and many a time had he gone to a ball 
with his mind firmly made up to ask her to 
marry him; but each time something had hap- 
pened. She had been particularly gracious to 
some young college chap, or had had no dances 
to give her old friend—anything was enough to 
make Courtland reconsider what he called his 
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HE NIGHT OF THE BARTON'S BALL THA‘ 
MINED TO ASK POLLY 
presumptior and so the proposal was never 
lared 
[t was on the might of the Barton’s ball that 
oth Mart Courtland and John Keith deter 
min isk Polly the important question. But 


the former changed his mind early in the even 


ng, for it was plain to everyone who observed 
Pol t all closely that it was Keith and no on 
else whom her eyes sought. They had come to 
the all together She had kept him waiting at 
the house while she made the most charming 
toilet which he had ever seen; and he had scolded. 
or pretended to scold her But no one ever 
olded Polly Bainbridge long 


“You see,” she said, as he helped her with her 


loak, “you’ve hurried me so that I’ve broken 
ne of the feathers of my fan—my beautiful pea- 

*k fan!” and she held the broken feather up 
reproachfully. John put it into his pocket. “Why, 
what are you doing that for?” she continued, 
la ig] gly 

“It’s the only thing you’ve ever given me.” he 
replied, soberly. “And I mean to keep it.” 

“Forever 2?” 

“Well, at any rate, until you give me something 


better,” replied John, stoutly, and then the maid 
interrupted to say that the car was at the door. 
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BROTH MARTIN COURTLAND AND JOHN KEITH DETER 
[IMPORTANT QUESTION 
The Barton’s ball was a brilliant affair, ard 
Polly had partners galore. Poor Martin Court- 


land gave up early in the game any thought of 
getting more than one dance with her, but Keith 
And, 


in the quiet of the dimly lighted conservatory, 


was more persistent. after the first dance, 


he begged her to give him the “something better’ 
that he longed for—her promise to marry him- 
and Polly, to him. 
\fter that, the 
been given for John Keith and Polly 


blushing and happy, gave it 
Barton’s ball might as well have 
,ainbridge, 
for neither of them had eyes or ears for anyone 
else 

HE engagement of Polly Bainbridge and John 

Keith created quite a stir in their immediate 
circle. Everybody loved Polly and was glad t 
everybody 
Martin did his 
to wish the young couple well. Polly did not 
old took 
He had proposed to her a few 
Barton's ball, only to learn that he was too late 


see her so radiantly happy; except 


Courtland, who, however, best 


know how hard the man his refusal 


days after the 


but, with his usual unselfishness, he had admitted 
that she would undoubtedly be happier with a 
man nearer her own age, and he had gone away 


smiling and as kind as ever, but with a sad and 


























“THE PEACOCK 


unhappy heart. When one is very young and 
very happy, it is not easy to remember that others 
may be suffering; and if John and Polly thought 
of Courtland at all, it was very vaguely, and not 
at all painfully. 

Perhaps the most delighted person to hear of 
the engagement was Billy Mayberry, who took 
unto himself all the credit for the affair. 

“If it hadn't been for me, old chap,” he re- 
marked, when John told him of the engagement, 
a few days after the Barton’s ball, “you’d never 
have met her.” 

“That’s quite true. | am regarding you just at 
present in the light of my particular and best 
beloved guardian angel,’ replied John, laughing 
“It took you two years to manage the intro 
duction, I believe.” 

“It did, and many’s the time I’ve almost pro- 
posed to her myself, through sheer discourage- 
ment at your obstinacy. Are you going to ask 
me to be best man, or does my humble and too 
Bohemian profession stand in the way? 
“Not in the least.” 


Mayberry in that 


John’s eves twinkled as he 
pictured Bills 
dignified position. “You are to 
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FAN” 


and all that sort of thing. They think it great 
sport, indeed. 
“Well, 


guess, but you seem a bit short of chairs 


there's plenty of atmosphere here, | 


Borrow 


} 


anything you like from my place, | shan’t be 


\nd John hurried around to 


1 


the theatre and bought the seats. Then he called 


there. So long.” 
Polly up on the telephone to tell her that he had 


secured them. Her voice sounded strange, 


thought. 

“T'll be over at eight and take you to the the 
atre—I got the seats all right,” he began, when 
she interrupted him. 

“John, 
Can’t you come to-morrow instead 7” 


“Why, of course, but 


“[’ve been nearly crazy with it for hours 


dearest, I’ve such a horrible headache 


forgot all about the theatre. Molly's trying t 
rub some good feelings into my 


you don't know how horrid it feels! 





be best man and Martin Court 
land one of the ushers.” 


“That's right. Be thoroughly 


selfish and trample on the feel- 
ings of the disappointed ones. 
We can’t help ourselves.” Billy 


mussed a bit of color with his 
thumb and stood away from his 
easel to survey the result com 
placently. 

“Nonsense! You look disap 
pointed, don’t you? But just to 
show you that we’re not selfish, 
come along with us to the thea- 
tre to-night. I’m going over now 
to get the seats.” 

“Can't. Awfully 
like nothing better than making 


sorry; Id 


a newly engaged couple misera- 
ble all evening, but I’ve got a 
date myself.” 

“Break it. 
age to when you want to.” 

“I don’t 
this time. 


You usually man 
happen to want to 
It’s some people who 
are coming here to supper.” 


John looked around 


“Here ?” 


silly’s shabby studio in some 


amusement 
“Sure society folk 
and consider dining in a garret 


They’re 
: IN THE QUT 
TO GIVE 


fun. Atmosphere, you know. 


T 


HIM THE 








OF THE DIMLY LIGHTED CONSERVATORY HE BEGGED HER 


‘SOMETHING BETTER’ THAT HI 


FOR; HER PROMISE TO MARRY HIM 
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“JOHN, DEAREST, 1’VI 


“WON T yo 


SUCH A HORRIBLE 
COME TO-MORROW 


“Goodness, no, I'll be cross 


night! | 


as fifty bears by 


couldn't let you and then 
Please, let’s make 
And John rang off, disap- 
a little hurt. 
membered their engagement for the theatre and 
called little earlier, he thought. He 


had had to stand in line half an hour to get the 


come over 
quarrel with you, you know! 
it to-morrow night.” 
pointed and Polly might have re- 
him up a 


seats and he was not in the best of tempers just 
that particular moment, himself. 

Poor Polly Bainbridge had had a trying day. 
Her head had felt badly to begin with, and the 
whole day had been made up of those small an- 
noyances which often try one’s temper more 
The last 
straw had been a call from Mrs. Willing, who 
had come ostensibly to talk about Polly’s engage- 


ment, but really to gossip about everyone in town, 


severely than the big things of life. 


for the widow had a lively tongue and spared 
nobody. After an hour and a half of vigorous 
monologue, with Polly politely putting in the 
necessary word here and there, Mrs. Willing got 
down to her own affairs, a fascinating subject, 


good for another hour and a half at the very 
least. 


PHOTOPLAY 


HEADACHE !” 
NIGHT. INSTE Ap?” going to wear. 
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“Billy Mayberry’s giving me a 
studio supper to-night,” she re- 
marked. “Just four of us, you 
know. Won't it be fascinating 
—eating in a real studio?” 

Polly laughed in spite of her- 
self. 
it won’t be very clean,” she said. 
“John says that Billy never lets 
anybody sweep or dust in his 


“It may be fascinating, but 


room, and that his things are al- 
ways ina mess. You'll probably 
sit on a model throne and eat off 
a picture frame.” 

“How exciting!” thrilled the 
widow. 
artistic.” 


pretty “So thoroughly 


“Oh, yes, Billy’s nothing if he’s 


not artistic, and I hope you'll 
have a lovely time,” replied 
Polly, wishing that her guest 


this time her 
head was splitting. 

“I know I shall. 
been crazy to dine in a studio. 
And Polly dear, I want to ask 
you a favor. Will you let me 
fan? 


would go. sy 


I've always 


carry your Your lovely 


peacock feather one? It goes so 


wonderfully with the gown I’m 


SHE SAID, 


“Why, certainly.” 
“It's trimmed with peacock feathers and it just 
I'll be awfully 
You’re a dear!” and her errand ac 


needs your fan to round it out. 
careful of it. 
complished, Mrs. Willing, fan in hand, swept out 
and left Polly to her headache at last. 

There is no time so hard to kill as that which 
was to have been spent in an engagement which 
John did not 
know what to do with himself that night. Billy, 
of course, must not be disturbed, and he did not 
care to go to the theatre without Polly. They had 
planned to see that particular play together, and 
though she had disappointed him, he would not go 
He went to the club for a couple 
of hours and then came back to his room. 


one has counted upon greatly. 


without her. 


On his way upstairs he passed Billy’s studio 
and wondered whether the supper had been a 
or not. He paused a moment on the 
landing as a woman’s laugh rang out. Evidently 
the party was not over yet, he reflected. Sud- 
denly, through the glass which formed the upper 


success 


portion of the door, he saw something which in- 
stantly arrested his attention. It was nothing 
less than Billy Mayberry kissing somebody—ap- 
parently a young woman. Overcome by a sudden 























“THE PEACOCK 
teasing impulse, Keith knocked at the door. If 
Billy’s party had assumed such a hilarious aspect 
as this, Billy deserved a scare. 

A sudden rush was distinctly audible from out- 
side the door—somebody had run behind a screen 
at the other end of the room—and Billy, looking 
decidedly rattled, opened the door to Keith. 

“Supper over?” Keith, still yielding to the mis- 
chievous temptation, stepped past his reluctant 
host into the room, 

“Yes, some time ago. Will—will you sit down?” 
asked Billy, looking nervously toward the screen. 
Keith sat down and looked around him innocently. 
“Was it a success?” he asked. 

“Rather. 
For once in his life Billy was at a loss for 


They seemed to enjoy themselves.” 


words. 

“So it appears.” Keith glanced carelessly to- 
ward the table, where empty bottles and cigarette 
“Well, per- 


getting 


ashes were very much in evidence. 
haps I’d better be running along; it’s 

late,” and he took a couple of steps toward the 
screen. Billy stepped hastily in front of him, 
and suddenly Keith’s eyes fell upon something on 
the floor, near the screen. He 


stooped and picked it up. It 
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a note to her. Then, still at white heat, he began 
to pack his few belongings. He did not know 
where he was going, but morning should not find 
him in the same city with the woman who had 
been false to him. 

‘The morning’s mail brought a short note to 
Polly Bainbridge. In it John Keith broke theit 
engagement and announced his intention of leav 
ing the city permanently. 


T was a year later, and Billy Mayberry was at 
work in his studio. Billy had made great 
strides in the year. He was engaged to the pretty 
widow, Mrs. Willing, and society had taken him 
up and was lionizing him, much to his own amuse 
ment. It really looked as though Billy were to 
be a success. This particular morning his at 
tention had been distracted by something which 
had come to him in the mail. It was the an 
nouncement of the marriage of Polly Bainbridge 
and Martin Courtland. 
at it, for it recalled John Keith and his unhappy 
story. 


Billy sighed as he looked 


Suddenly the door of the studio opened 


and John Keith walked in, Billy’s joy at seeing 





peacock feather fan 
spoke, but Keith 
friend a moment 


was a 
Neither 
stared at his 


man 
almost in terror. Then furiously 
he dashed the peac ck fan to the 
floor and strode out of the room. 
John Keith will never forget 
that nigt t. 
forever upon his memory. White 


It is photographed 


and miserable, he sat in his 


room, deaf to Billy’s knocking 





and ‘co his pleading to be allowed 
to come in and explain every- 
What was 
She had lied 


to him, first and foremost: lied 


thing. Explain! 


there to explain? 


to him so that she need not go 
with him to the theatre; then 
Billy’s 


supper party, and afterwards— 


she had come here, to 


afterwards, she had let Billy 


make love to her—kiss_ her! 
Hadn’t he seen their tell-tale 
shadows on the glass door? 


Hadn’t she run away and hidden 
when he had knocked upon the 
Weren’t she and Billy 
Mayberry probably laughing even 
Undoubt- 
edly. Furiously angry, he groped 
for a sheet of paper and scrawled 


door ? 


now over his misery? 





FURIOUSLY HE DASHED THE PEACOCK FAN TO THE FLOOR AND STRODE 
OUT OF THE STUDIO 
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“Yes,” he said, slowly, “I put 
it there, but that was weeks ago 
as you say.” 

“It only fell 
lately by accident. 


hand; 
Billy, tell me 
-you know what | feared—tel! 


into my 


me—” 
“There isn’t much to tell. Mrs 
Willing borrowed the fan and 


brought it here the night of the 
She stayed a few 
after the 
as I was going to take her home 


studio supper. 


minutes others went, 
When you saw us through the 
glass | had just asked her to 
marry me.” 

“But why—why—” 

“You bolted out without giv 
ing me a chance to say a word, 
and afterward, when I’d_ seen 
your note to Polly, you had dis 
appeared and it was too late.” 

“But it’s not Can't 
you understand what a fool I've 
Can't that I'm 
going to her now ask her 
me? To take me 
again? Billy, what’s the 


What—” 


Silently and with a heart full 


too late! 
been ? you see 
and 
to forgive 
back 
matter ? 
of sorrow, Billy handed Keith 
the wedding announcement that 
had come to him that morning 


Long KEITH is a great ar- 


tist to whom thousands of 

men and women listen every 

FEATHER AND STARES SADLY AT IT world of music has traveled far 

and wide. He has never mar 

end was only exceeded by his amaze- _ ried, and people like to talk of a hidden romance 

ment in his youth, but they know nothing of the truth 

‘Here im, trying to work, and not succeeding of that romance; they have never heard the story 

he : u_keep flitting through my mind eter- I have just told. If they had, perhaps they would 
nall nd suddenly without a word of warning not envy the great man as they do. 

Ik in. Deucedly melodramatic, but awfull;; Keith has seen Polly Courtland but once 

factor Where did you come from?” since her marriage. While on a vacation in Lon- 

n California, where I’ve been for a year. don, one summer, she and her hushand passed 

Billy, 3 know why I’m here. You put this him in their car, and he likes to think that she 

n th wspaper weeks ago,” and he took a recognized him and that her face, beauti- 

clip from the “personal” column of a New _ ful as ever, grew sad for a moment as their 
York paper and handed it to the other. Billy’s eyes met. : 


good-natured face clouded as he read the fateful 


“J. K—The fan you found in my room 


J 
a 


le woman you thought. 


Billy.” 





But I know that often, when alone with his 


beloved violin, the great violinist takes from his 
pocket a single peacock feather and stares sadly 
at it, for one may be a great artist and yet not 
a happy man. 































A SOCIETY ‘‘RAFFLES” STCRY 


By Wilma Bright 


Illustrations from the Essanay Film 


“The Three Scratch Clue” 


r4 ¢ UBBY” Flaherty and Tom Mullins. vacant tract the lights of a many-storied a 
two of the huskiest “coppers” on ment house blinked into his e) 
the city force, were leisurely stroll “Maybe he’s i1 ere, | rded t pulen 
; : ing along their beat when the latter’s attention “Tubby.” as he noted a side entr ‘ 
was attracted by a dark figure, which suddenly flat building beside whic’ they st vhich 
appeared through the dining-room window of a pened toward the vacant lot 
Hat building near-by. “We'll soon find out,” Mullins ce d, h 
“’Tis a burglar, or I'm dreaming,” gasped Tom = swung open the door and ent 
as he nudged “Tubby” and pointed to the dis Scarcely twenty seconds | ( flying 
tant figure. Flaherty looked up just in time to figure, who had led the policemen 
see the man drop to the ground and saunter had dashed through that same doorway r 
toward the walk in front of the building. sauntered calmly int I she 
“Faith an’ he’s a cool customer, anyway,” re- apartment that opened off the hall \n F 
plied “Tubby,” quickening his pace to keep up lish servant had greeted him with you'r 
to Mullins, who had broken into a run. back early, Mr. Gideon, but I'll get 4 dressin: 
The man who had made his exit from the gown and slippers immediately, sir.” 
flat in so unconventional a manner glanced over “Never mind the slippers, Brooks,” 
his shoulder, saw the two policemen approaching, slender, good-looking young m s dm 
and started to run as he saw Mullins had started my dressing gown and then leave m«e I’m ex- 
in pursuit. Satisfied that the man was, indeed, a pecting callers.” 
burglar just in the act of making his “get away,” Yes sir, yes sir,” nodded the s« 1 astel 
Mullins still further increased his speed, and the ng to carry t the instructions ¢ 1 him. 
chase was on in earnest. That was a rather close sha numbled the 
Down alleys, around corners, over back-yard young man to himself, as he hastily slippec t 
fences, the mysterious prowler led the policemen. of the coat, cap and gloves he had been wearing 
Though they strained every nerve to overtake nd into the loose dressing g e man-serv- 
him, he managed to maintain his lead and, at ant had brought him “Guess, 9 I can 
times, even seemed to be gaining. “Tubby,” who pass inspection, now,” he added S sur 
tipped the scales around two hundred pounds, was veved himself in the glass over 
puffing hard from the exertion, but Mullins, Scarcely had he slid into the d . 
younger and more agile than his companion, easy-chair and picked up m a littere: 
hung on doggedly. table that stood near the « t T n, whet 
Turning into a broad avenue, once more Tom there came a 1 I rbell and Brooks 
. sighted his quarry less than half a block ahead  pattered silently « t Swi \ moment 
of him and, jerking out his revolver, sent later the man-servant 1 d, clos llowed 
a bullet whistling over the head of the flying by Flaherty and Mullins, botl whom were 
burglar. The man never halted, but ducked sud- — still panting from their exertions 
denly from sight behind a huge signboard that “T tried to st m, sir, t insisted 
, flanked the sidewalk. When Tom and his fellow- upon seeing you!” stammered Brooks, whose dig- 
officer reached the spot there was no one to be nity had been completel t | he rude en 
seen. france f tl hcers 
“He didn’t get far away, at any rate,” com “Well—well, what is it?” interrupted the young 
: mented Tom, as he scurried around one end of man at the table. “Why this intrusion?” 
the sign-board and found himself looking out The officers shifted nervously from foot to 
across a vacant lot, while on the other side of the foot, but Mullins finally managed to gasp out an 
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incoherent story of their chase and the hope that 
the man they had been pursuing might have taken 
refuge within the young man’s apartment. 

“Ridiculous!” declared the individual to whom 
they had addressed their tale. “Brooks, here, will 
bear me out in the statement that no such person 
has entered these rooms. Your man probably 
slipped across the vacant lot in the rear, took a 
car at the corner beyond, and is miles away by this 
time. Sorry we can’t furnish you a burglar at 
such short notice, but really we're just out.” He 
ended with a laugh. 

Embarrassed and convinced that they had blun- 
dered, Mullins 


llaherty and backed out of the 


room, leaving Gideon Lynch laughing heartily the 


“The 


moment the door had closed behind them. 
pt or be Obs,” he 


steal the buttons off their uniforms and get away 


muttered, “one could almost 


with them, if he dressed and talked like a gentle 


man, instead of the type of thief t 


» which they 
are accustomed!” 

l‘eeling certain that he had befuddled his pur- 
suers, Lynch turned back to the coat he had worn 


when he came in, brought out a beautiful and 


light admired his trophy of the evening 


Posing as a young society man of means, the 
ynch was able to move among the upper 
circles of s ciety, to pick and choose the costliest 
gems and rarest jewels worn by his friends, and, 
when the opportune moment presented itself, to 
make them his. Owing to his established position 
in society, not the faintest trace of suspicion at 
tached to him when the hunt for the thief began 


and he was ofttimes consulted by the very de- 
tectives assigned to run down the crook who was 
preying upon his friends. 

With another laugh over the stupidity of his 
two callers and a quiet smile at his own sagacity 
in eluding pursuit, he put the necklace carefully 
away and prepared for bed. 

While breakfasting the next morning, Lynch 
read with interest an item in his paper relating 
to the purchase by Dr. fanatic old 
book collector, of the only authentic copy of a 
rare and old edition for $50,000. 


that by 


Strong, a 


The paper stated 
this purchase Dr. Strong filled the one 
vacancy in his otherwise complete set of the 


edition, and that he now possessed one of the 


most celebrated libraries to be found in the entire 


United States 


Lynch, himself, was a bookworm, and readily 


appreciated the importance of Dr. Strong’s pur- 


chase. Though he well knew he would never 


dare display it, should he be fortunate 


enough to secure the treasure, he was instantly 


even 
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possessed with a desire to obtain the rare old 
volume, and set about immediately formulating a 
plan for accomplishing this very thing. For more 
than an hour he lingered over his coffee and his 
paper, forming first one plan and then another, 
only to discard them all for what seemed a still 
more simple one, which suddenly popped into his 
head. 

When he at last folded his paper and arose 
from the table it was to summon from a distant 
part of the city a crook of the lowest type—a 
common sneak-thief or purse-snatcher—but a man 
had been of 
When this 
shady looking individual arrived, Lynch had him 
ushered into the library and then proceeded to 
outline to 


who on more than one occasion 


assistance to Lynch in his operations. 


him a scheme for forming the ac- 
quaintanceship of Dr. Strong and Helen, his only 
daughter. 

The humble purse-snatcher thought it a queer 
and most decidedly roundabout way to form a 
man’s acquaintance, but Lynch always paid well 
for assistance, so the crook from the tenement- 
house district made no comments, but promised 
to carry out his part of the plan exactly as agreed 
upon. 

That afternoon Lynch put his plan into opera- 
tion. Learning that Dr. Strong and his daughter 
were attending a reception at a certain address, 
given in the society columns of the paper, Lynch 
friend, the waited in the 


and _ his sneak-thief, 


neighborhood until Dr. Strong and his pretty 
daughter were seen making their adieus at the 
door. 

A taxicab stood at the curb awaiting the old 
antiquarian, and just as Strong and his daughter 
were seen to descend the steps of the home they 
had been visiting, Lynch nudged his companion 
and the darted 


latter forward. Creeping cau- 


tiously up behind Miss Strong, he grabbed her 


chatelaine, which swung from her hand, and 
started to run. He had scarcely taken ten steps, 
however, before Lynch was upon him. Thé two 


second, the thief seemed to 
squirm out of the grasp of his captor and a 
moment later was around the corner and dashing 
madly away, while Lynch stood before Dr. Strong 
and his daughter, bowing low and extending the 
silver trinket. 


struggled for a 


“Oh, how can IT ever thank you?” began Miss 
Helen. “But for your quickness I should have 
lost it forever.” 

“And let me, also, add my thanks,” begged the 
old gentleman, who had stopped with one foot 


on the step of the taxi. “My daughter prizes the 


trinket highly—it being a gift from one of her 
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“7’LL GO,” GASPED NORMAN. 
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loss 


felt its 


answered Lynch, 


“It was pure chance th 


at I hap- 


issistance to you, and | am 
did.” 


sure 
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and she really does consider her old daddy a 
But in 
spite of all that he loves his books—yes, he loves 
his books 

The taxi drew up at the home of Dr. Strong 
Dr. 
Strong stopped in the hallway barely long enough 


little bit insane on the subject, | believe. 
and the sentence ended in a sigh. 
at this moment and the three went within. 


to remove his coat and hat and then condueted 


his guest to the library. 


“Mr. Lynch, meet my secretary, Norman Ar 
nold,” said Dr. Strong, nodding toward a young 
man they found in the library, busy over a card . 
index. “Mr. Arnold was largely instrumental in 
helping me to secure the missing volume.” 

“Charmed to know you, I am sure,” murmured 
Lynch, whose eyes were following Dr. Strong ; ? 
when the latter stepped to a big library table 
that stood in the middle of the room, threw 
back the scarf which covered it, and revealed a 
built-in safe, which formed the lower part of 
the table Dr. Strong stooped and began to 
twirl the knob which operated the combination 
\ moment iater he rose with a huge volume in 
his hand and extended it toward Lynch. 

‘There it is—the prize of the whole collection!” 
he exclaimed as Lynch took the book and ap- 
proached the window that he might have a 
better light in which to examine the volume for 
which his host had the day before paid $50,000. 

Dr. Strone bustled about, dragging down other 
rare and costly volumes from the shelves to show 
his guest and failed to note that Lynch was far 
more interested in the safe from which th 
treasure had heen taken, in the window fasten 
ings of the room, and the method of approach 
to the house, than he was in the book he held in 
his hand. 

Suddenly Lynch’s eyes lit up with excitement 

ist across the street he had noted a house in 
whose window appeared a sign reading “Rooms 
to Let Though he still gazed at the book in 
his hands he was thinking, “From a front room 
in the house across the street I will be able to 
see everything that occurs in this room, and 
with the aid of a powerful telescope will prob- 

bly be able to decipher the combination. It’s not , 
g g to be as hard as I imagined it might be.” 

In answer to a question of Dr. Strong’s his 
thoughts came back to the room in which he 

l. and he soon found himself engaged in a r 
discussion with his host of the various works of 
prominent authors Lynch was really highly 
educated, and was able to more than hold up his 
end of the argument, even against so noted an 

authority as Dr. Strong. 

The discussion was brought to an end by the 
entrance of Helen, who had changed her gown 
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for one even more becoming. She looked more 
charming and winsome than ever. 

“I’m sure Mr. Lynch has heard more than 
enough of your musty old books, daddy, so now 
if you'll excuse him, we’ll adjourn to the parlor,” 
she smiled. 

Lynch bowed his thanks, smiled at his host, 
and followed the pretty girl from the room. 
Dr. Strong put his precious volume back in the 
safe beneath the library table, and Norman, his 
secretary, scowled harder than ever at his card 
index, for, truth to tell, Norman was head over 
heels in love with Helen, and looked with dis- 
favor upon her bestowing any attentions upon 
other men. Dr. Strong secretly approved of the 
match between his secretary and his daughter, for 
he considered Norman a most likable sort of chap 
and appreciated that his marriage into the family 
would insure his remaining indefinitely to assist 
with the books. 

As for Helen, though she admired Norman very 
much, she had not yet been able to bring herself 
to promise to become his wife. Norman had 
proposed to her at least a dozen times, if he 
had once, but upon the last occasion Helen had 
declared that he appeared to be too much of a 
bookworm and that he would have to prove him- 
self a real man, a man who would face danger 
or peril for her sake, willing to sacrifice anything 
for her, before she could say “yes” to his plea. 
Norman had gone away very silent and down- 
cast, but Helen felt sure that he would yet 
measure up to the standard she had mentally 
set for him. 

As Lynch followed his hostess through the 
doorway, he noted that Dr. Strong had left his 
keys dangling from the door, and instantly re- 
membered how essential it might prove to have 
an easy way of entering the library after he had 
secured the combination of the safe. He paused 
a moment in conversation with Helen, while the 
slender fingers of one hand groped their way 
down the side of the door, against which he 
leaned, until they encountered the keys and 
then, very silently and quickly, the keys were 
transferred to his fingers and thence to his 
pocket. 

Still smiling down at the pretty Helen, he 
strolled along the hallway and into the parlor. 
Seated in a cozy chair, he chatted away a half- 
hour and then, after saying good-afternoon and 
promising his hosts to call again before many 
days had passed, he hurried along the street to- 
ward his own rooms. At the corner he hesitated 
a moment then retraced his steps and crossed the 
street to the rooming house he had seen from 
the librar-- window. Entering, he engaged a 


big room on the second floor, which looked out 
upon the street. Explaining that he would take 
possession of his new quarters the following 
morning, he bowed his way out, and this time 
made for his own apartment. 


OLLOWING Lynch’s departure from the 

Strong home, Norman and Helen had a long 
conversation in the hallway, during which Nor- 
man clearly indicated his dislike for the caller. 
3ut Miss Helen gave the secretary to understand 
that Mr. Lynch was a brave man, who had done 
much for her. She ext ‘ed her adventure c 
the afternoon and told how Lynch had restored 
her chatelaine. 

“When you can prove to me that you are 
similarly brave, then, perhaps, I'll agree to marry 
you, but not before,” stormed Helen, and she 
stamped her small foot as though she really 
meant it. 

Bright and early the following morning, Lynch 
appeared at the rooming house across the street 
and took possession of the room he had engaged. 
The landlady would have been astonished had 
she known that the suitcase he brought contained 
nothing but a small and highly powerful tele- 
scope, which, once the door was closed behind 
him, he took out and focused upon the library 
of the Strong residence on the other side of 
the street. 

Lynch kept faithful watch at the window and 
ere long was rewarded by seeing Dr. Strong’s 
secretary bustling about. The old book lover 
himself appeared as the morning advanced, but 
it was nearly noon before anyone approached the 
safe. The moment the old gentleman lifted the 
tablespread and knelt before the strong-box, 
Lynch brought the glass to his eye and kept it 
riveted upon the room across the way. 

The powerful glass brought the room clearly to 
his sight. He was able to discern clearly the 
figures upon the dial of the combination, and in 
breathless silence he watched Dr. Strong revolve 
the little knob, now this way, and now that. As 
each step in the combination was worked out, 
Lynch jotted down the figures on a bit of paper. 
When the door finally opened to his touch and 
Dr. Strong was seen to be fondling the precious 
book, which had cost him such a tidy sum, the 
paper in Lynch’s fingers held a notation which 
read as follows: 

“15 to the right 3 times, 
30 to the left 2 times, 
45 to the right 4 times, 
60 to the left 3 times, 
Back to 40 and open.” 
Stowing this memoranda in his coat pocket, the 


clever rascal smiled triumphantly, and, donning 
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his coat and hat, hastened away. He felt that 
the hardest part of his mission was accomplished 
and there now remained only the actual entering 
of the house and the working of the combination 
to insure his getting the wonderful book. 

Late that afternoon, Brooks, at Lynch’s di- 
rection, telephoned Dr. Strong, and when the 
aged antiquarian was on the wire, Lynch him- 
self said: “I just wanted to tell you that I have 
been fortunate enough to obtain a volume, this 
afternoon, which I feel sure will interest . you. 
If you are at liberty this evening I should be 
delighted to have you call on me and tell me 
what you think of my find 

“I shall be delighted,” answered Dr. Strong. 


” 


“Suppose we say eight o’clock?” 

“That suits me,” replied Lynch. “Now, don’t 
disappoint me.” 

“No, I'll be there at eight,” assured Dr. Strong 
as he hung up the receiver. 

“Yes, and at eight-thirty, I’ll have your $50,000 
prize,” laughed Lynch to himself, as he hastened 
away to make his preparations for the evening’s 
adventure. 

Promptly at the appointed hour Brooks showed 
in Dr. Strong. Lynch was awaiting his visitor, 
clad in a long, loose dressing gown, beneath 
which he wore a soft flannel shirt and trousers 
of dark material. 

“Glad to’ see you again, Dr. Strong,” warmly 
exclaimed Lynch, as he ushered his visitor into 
the library, and after seeing him comfortably 
settled in a deep chair, brought out a tattered 
old volume that he had borrowed that afternoon 
from a wealthy friend of his, who was also in- 
terested in the collection of rare old editions. 
“And here’s the discovery I made,” he added, as 
he opened the volume on the table. 

“Well, well, well,” murmured Dr. Strong, tak- 
ing the book in his lap and opening it to the 
title page. In a moment he was completely lost 
to his surroundings, all his thoughts being on the 
treasure he held in his hands. Lynch kept silent, 
and as he noted the absorption of his guest, 
turned to a writing desk which stood near his 
elbow, selected a sheet of paper, and wrote hur- 
riedly : . 

“Brooks: 

“The old boy is deeply interested in 
his book. I’m going out for a half hour. 
When he comes out from his trance, 
tell him I was hurriedly called away, but 
will be back directly. Tell him to wait. 
Don’t let him leave the rooms until I re- 
turn. This latter is important. Hurriedly, 

“Lynch.” 

Being careful not to disturb Dr. Strong, Lynch 

summoned his man-servant, handed him the note 
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and then slid quietly out of the room. With a 
jerk of his shoulders he slipped out of the dress- 
ing gown, grabbed a long automobile coat and 
a chauffeur’s cap, pasted on a false mustache, 
and darted out of the apartment by the same side 
entrance he had used a night or two earlier when 
escaping from the police. 

Outside the apartment a big car stood near 
the curb. Lynch was in the driver’s seat in a 
single leap, had thrown on the power and went 
spinning away in the direction of Dr. Strong’s 
home. Arrived there, he stopped the car on the 
opposite side of the street, slid out of the coat 
and hurried over to the Strong mansion. Trying 
the door gently he found it open and stepped 
noiselessly within. From the parlor he heard the 
low murmur of voices—evidently those of Miss 
Helen and Norman. At the end of the hallway 
he beheld the door tuo the library. He took the 
key from his pocket, inserted it in the door, and 
gently turned the knob. A second later he stood 
alone within the darkened, book-lined room. 

Switching on a light, he boldly knelt in front 
of the safe, after having whisked the tablespread 
out of his way. Drawing the memoranda of 
the combination from ‘his pocket, he twirled the 
knob, now to the right and then to the left. 
Hushed little clicks, barely discernible even to 
his trained ear, rewarded his efforts, but upon 
whirling the knob back to “40” he found the door 
swung outward at his touch. In another second 
he arose from the floor with the $50,000 book in 
his grasp. An upward sweep of his arm and the 
room was again in darkness and he had begun to 
make his way toward the doorway. His foot, 
however, struck against the leg of a chair, the 
book was loosened from his clutch and fell to 
the floor with a loud bang. “Damn!” swore 
Lynch, under his breath, as he stopped to recover 
the treasure he had come to secure. 

In the adjoining parlor the crash of the falling 
book interrupted Norman’s fifteenth proposal to 
Helen. 

“What was that?” questioned the young man 
so rudely interrupted in his love making. 

“It seemed to come from the library,” stated 
Helen. 

“But there’s no one there,” answered Norman, 
“and I locked the door myself as I came out a 
few moments ago.” 

“We'd better investigate,” urged Helen, alarm 
creeping into her voice. “Daddy would never for- 
give us if we permitted any harm to befall his 
precious books.” 

“T’ll go,” gasped Norman. “You mustn't get 
into any trouble.” 

Before the girl could remonstrate or even 
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running into danger, 


hall, and 


down the 


| the librar 

Fy he bumped into Lynch, who was 
| t 1 t ; feet after having recovered the 
} | \\ crash the two went to the floor 


yncl n to] Norman blindly reached out 


grasped the lege of the intruder. Lynch twisted 
/ free his limb, and with his free arm 
strucl usly at the secretary who had dis- 


Helen had turned on the lights in the hallway 


and the two men were dimly revealed struggling 
on the library floor \s they thrashed about, 


restit n the shelves and blows wert 
f lv ¢ need. ynch managed to free his 
lous effort, and, bringing the 
bo I nm tik head I S adversary, Iii 
ran « rned ur and dashed out 
, lw 11 
Cl ( CKI that Helen saw n th- 
1 | 


1 al d red without 
() t Norman |] ed anxiously abou 
n | ¢ in sight was a chauffeur 
reet. | ng comfortabl n 5 
it ! and excited, Norman dashed 
nd det nded | Sa m man, d 1 
t came t of that hous 
know w | vav he 
ot 
) v] { 1 
{ iske the chauffeur 
| vent flying! 
} { ( C ( Ni im ins 
= P 


iat ries : ( 
] ; my |?) wWtr m em over 
" 
( ffeu s he threw 
\ ll hase f xe cat 
, 
‘ j j "4 ; 1 1 f 1 
~ t { \ is Tie ] 


‘ cTso lyuries 
T | ‘ ¢ 7 x5 ” ] +} 
| ne r | 2) \\ eels n 
r 1 
te enue and went dashing 
1 1 1 


| the man 11 the library lk ked, so that he 
might 1 ible to identify him positively when 
thev caught up to him. It had been so dark in 
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the room that Norman had been unable to see 


the features of his opponent clearly, but he ri 
called that the had 


felt sure that his clothing would show traces oj 


man worn a mustache, and 


the struggles. 
He leaned forward to further direct the chauf 
feur, but 


ing wheel as not to 


the man seemed so intent on his steer- 


hear him. Norman spoke 


louder, but still the man ignored him. Norman 


thought it peculiar, but tried again. Still n 


from the figure ahead, who seemed 


a 


speed demon by the way he tore along 


for by this time they had turned out 


a country highway, though Norman could 


see no car ahead of them 


\ sudden jerk of the car, as it rounded a curve 


violently to the 
and as he rested a hand on the floor to steady 
himself fingers enc 


while arising, his 


something soft and fuzzy. Startled and surprised 


Norman 


was, and his eyes lit up with amazement as the 


drew it up where he could see w 
discovered it to be a false mustache 

\ startlittg thought flashed through Norman’s 
ut it seemed too ridiculous to be true 


+} 


Then he remembered the strange silence on thi 
naa YS ; 

part of his driver and this wild chase along a 

tuntry road. Suspicion grew stronger! Pulling 


imself 


erect, until he could more 


he nin the seat ahead Norm in bent fe rward 
he chauffeur’s face was hidden by the shadow 
f the car top, but the bright moonlight clearls 
evealed the slender, muscular fingers whi 
gripped the steering wheel and the back of on 
hand bore three long scratches which were red 
ind sore 

Norman recalled having dragged his finger 
nails along the hand of his opponent while th 
two were struggling on the library floor 

In a second he understood The iuffeut 

ng n was the thief himself! 

The moment this fact impressed itself on Not 
man’s brain, the secretary hurl himself upon 
the k of the unsuspecting driver Locking 
one arm firmly beneath the man’s ne Norman 

\ his yvelgnt i kw il ind 1 ] ( ke 

e dr 1 t his seat. The iuffeur twist 
nd squirn ed. He fought and bit and struggl 

t Norman maintained his |] 

The unguided car swerved and skidded and 
Norman expected every moment to see it lea 

m the roadway and ; ( hing through a 


Tie coe wae tei om. tamsth anced and 
Car Wa running on tourth speec and Was 


along the deserted road. Certainly 


that ‘ould not be 


had_ his 


pace 


but Norman 


with safety, 


full 


maintained 
hands too 


with his 
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DR. STRONG SAW HIS DAUGHTER CLASPED FIRMLY IN NORMAN'S ARMS. AFTER TAKING ANOTHER LOOK TO 
BE SURE THAT HIS EVES WERE NOT DECEIVING HIM, THE GENTLE-HEARTED OLD BOOK- 
WORM TURNED, AND AGAIN LOST HIMSELF IN HIS BOOK 
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captive to permit of his making any attempt to 
stop the car. 
A sudden heave on the part of Lynch sent the 


two crashing against the tonneau door, which 


opened beneath the strain, throwing the two 
into the roadway, hurtling 
over and over as they fell down a ten-foot em- 
bankment that bordered the road just at that 
Five seconds later the auto crashed into 


a telephone pole and was wrecked. 


struggling men out 


point. 


| ‘ip-sem meanwhile, had frantically followed 
Norman out onto the porch, seen him speak 
to the 


chauffeur on the side of the 


street, and then had watched him as he sped 


opposite 
away Returning to the parlor she telephoned 
her father, whom she knew to be at 


told 
Strong was unnerved at the shock, but gasped that 


Lynch’s 


home, and him what had happened. Dr. 


he would be home immediately. 
he had 


engaged drew up before his home, Helen came 
swinging She 


Five minutes later, when the taxicab 


down the shouted the di- 
rection Norman had taken, and urged her father 
to join in the pursuit. 


steps. 


The old gentleman agreed, 
and picking up a policeman at the next corner, 
they went whirling in pursuit of Norman and the 
thief he was chasing. Though somewhat doubt- 
ful of the direction to take, they chose, by good 
luck, the road had 
been driven but a 


very along which Norman 


short time before. 

When they came upon the wreck of the auto- 
mobile against the telephone pole, they stopped 
their taxi and got out to investigate. 
at this 


Norman 
very moment regained consciousness and 
sat up, to discover that Lynch had also come to 
his senses and was even then in the act of bring- 
ing down a huge rock upon his head. Lynch’s 


intention was to stun Norman and then to resume 


“DON’T BREATHE IT TO A SOUL” 


— 

‘I found the classiest little 

] 

restaurant in New York last 
. ming ””’ lecl; _ e ar 
evening, declared an actor 


to a bunch of “the boys” at 

the Thanhouser plant the other 

morning. 
“What’s the name of it?” 


asked Riley Chamberlain, who 
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his flight afoot, but before he could accomplish 
his purpose, he was sighted by the policeman on 
the roadway above. The officer drew his revolver 
and sent a bullet crashing through Lynch’s arm, 
just in time to prevent Norman’s brains being 
dashed out. A moment later Lynch was a cap- 
tive and Norman was receiving the attention of 
Dr. Strong and Helen. 

Dr. Strong was thoroughly delighted when he 
found that his precious $50,000 book was still safe 
and unharmed after its unusual adventure. While 
he was examining it the officers forced Lynch up 
the embankment and into the car. Norman took 
advantage of the opportunity to slip one arm 
“Well, lit- 
tle girl, we didn’t let any harm come to the book 
after all, did we?” 


about Helen’s waist and to whisper: 


“No, indeed,” answered Helen, “and, oh, Nor- 
man, I think you’re just the bravest fellow in the 
whole world, and I don’t see how I could ever 
have doubted it. You aren’t a bit afraid of dan- 
ger or trouble, and I love you, love you, love 
you!” 

Norman smiled happily to himself and took 
a great deal of time and pains in assisting his 
sweetheart up the embankment and into the wait- 
ing taxicab. 

Arrived at home, Dr. Strong hurriedly restored 
his treasured volume to its former resting place 
in the safe and then went into the library. Helen 
and Norman slipped into the parlor and sought 
out a quiet corner where they could talk over 
their new-found bliss. 

Later, when they walked through the library, 
Dr. Strong saw his daughter clasped firmly in 
Norman’s arms. After taking another look to be 
sure that his eyes were not deceiving him, the 
gentle-hearted old bookworm turned and again 
lost himself in his book. 





is very keen for just such in- 
formation. 
“Nicalotti’s !”’ 


“Well, my 


replied James. 
boy,” remarked 
Riley cheerfully, as he started 
to walk away, “if you must eat 
breathe it to a 


garlic don’t 


soul.” 





















“Dolly of the Dailies” 


A SERIES OF EXCITING NEWSPAPER STORIES 


5—*The Chinese Fan” 


Adapted from the Photoplay of Acton Da ‘2s 


By Helen Bagg 


Illustrations from the Edison Film Featuring Mary Fuller 


WO weeks after Dolly Desmond and her 

friend, Miss Mindel of the Reforni 

League, had made matters so exceedingly 
unpleasant for the president of the Union Realty 
Company, Dolly was hurrying down Mott street 
on her way to the Chinese Theatre. 

She had turned up her small, pert nose a bit 
disdainfully when the city editor of THe Comet 
had given her the assignment, for had she not 
won her newspaper spurs on the Bollivar case? 
To be sent to write a human interest story about 
a stuffy Chinese theatre was very much in the 
nature of a come-down, she thought. Why couldn't 
the city editor have put her to work on the story 
that was turning all newspaperdon: upsice down 
—the mysterious and perplexing d’sappearance 
of Muriel Armstrong? There was something 
to interest one! 

However, Dolly had not put hr indignant 
thoughts into words. That night tre editor of 
THE CoMET was in no frame of mind to be ap- 
proached on the subject of Murie! Armstrong, 
and the fact was apparent even to a novice like 
Dolly. 

For over a week the aewspiper world had 
been agog over the disappearance of Muriel Arm- 
strong, a young woman who up to that time had 
interested no one but the society editors. She 
was the twenty-year-old daughter of Grant Arm- 
strong, a wealthy lumber merchant, and only re- 
cently had made her debut in society. There 
appeared to be no obvious reason for her disap- 
pearance; her home life had been happy, she was 
a sunny-natured little person, with apparently no 
cause for melancholia, and had but recently an- 
nounced her engagement to a young man of whom 
her parents thoroughly approved. Suicide was 
out of the question, and kidnaping seemed the 
only solution of the puzzle which was agitating 
the press and the police force. 

As Dolly tripped along Mott street, she turned 





over and over in her mind the tragic story of the 
Armstrong girl. For tne hundredth time she 
thought over the mystery, so deep and appalling. 

The missing heiress had gone to a matinee with 
a party of girl friends, expecting to go to din- 
ner and spend the night at the home of another 
girl who had not been with the party. After the 
matinee, she had left the theatre, and no one 
had seen her since. She had never reached the 
other girl’s house, and no word had come to her 
frantic parents as to her whereabouts. 

That was all that anyone knew about the case, 
and not even the hard and untiring work on the 
part of countless energetic reporters, goaded on 
by the furiously angry city editors, had been 
able to bring forth one single clue. Had the 
ground in front of the theatre opened and swal- 
lowed Muriel Armstrong, her disappearance could 
not have been more complete. 

‘But it didn’t open up and swallow her,” rea- 
soned Dolly. “Consequently she’s above ground 
somewhere, ufiless she’s been murdered; and why 
should anyone murder Muriel Armstrong, who 
hadn’t an enemy in the world?” 

Dolly was a trim, pretty little figure, in her 
neat black and white checked suit and her soft 
velvet hat. Her only ornament was a little gold 
pin in the shape of a fan, which she had picked 
up in the street one day and wore as a mascot. 

“She’s been kidnaped, all right,” she went on, 
talking to herself, after her habit, “and it’s mighty 
queer that there aren’t brains enough in this 
town to figure out who did it. Gee whiz, wouldn’t 
I like to find out and ‘land it’ for THe Comet! 
What a scoop!” And her eyes danced at the 
thought. 

The theatre was full that night; full with the 
usual mixture of Chinese, and white sightseers. 
Dolly sat between one of the latter, a rough- 
looking chap, and a young Chinaman, who, ap- 
parently unconscious of anyone or anything out- 
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HE REACHED OUT WITH A THIN, YELLOW CLAW 
side pe irmance, sat staring with wide, tilt 
ed eyes at the small stage. It was the usual 
Chinese performance, but to Dolly it was new, 
and her imagination was caught in a moment by 
the ldity of her surroundings. 

The sharp, choppy sound of the Chinese tongue, 
the frequent breaking in of the queer musical 
nstruments, the utter absence of scenery or cos- 
tuming, and the absolute stolidity of both actors 
ind audience, lent a peculiar fascination to the 


Dollv’s 


man, too 


pertorma r to 


The 


that strange and all-important 


unac ustomed eyes 


property 


person in the Chinese theatre, who gravely hands 
ut fans or swords or any other of the neces- 
sary properties from the wings in full and sol- 
emn view of the audience, and who serves as a 


program, revealing the status of the different 


members of the cast, by adroit manipulations of 
the furniture—caught her fancy (And also the 
nmates of a half-hidden box in the corner—the 

lv Chinese women in the theatre! Dolly 


thought she would love to interview them and 
hear what they really thought about things. Feet 
for instance—did they really believe that— 
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\ HAND AND SEIZED THE LAPEL OF HER COAT 


But Dolly 


voice at her 


was aroused from her 


The 


expression 


Te\ erie by ra 
Chinaman 
had 


had turned, 


side. young next 


her, whose vacant attracted her 


notice a few minutes ago, was fac 
ing her and saying something to her in rapid 
Chinese. There was no vacancy in his face now, 


but a savage, angry look that sent a frightened 


shiver down the girl’s back. She drew away from 
him, but he reached out with a thin, yellow claw 
of a hand and seized the lapel of her coat. His 
had until it Dolly that 
everyone in the room was looking at them, and 
he clutched the little gold 
coat 


voice risen seemed to 


fan, tore it from her 
and waved it :svagely in the air. 

In a moment, it seemed to Dolly, the place was 
a sea of angry yellow faces and clawing, yellow 
and 
Dolly, terri- 


-it had all happened so quickly 


hands. Two or three women screamed 
there was a rush toward the door. 
fied but puzzled 

stood clutching the empty lapel of her jacket 
Then voice near her. It 


white man at her right. 


she heard a was the 


“Better duck, lady, they’re cooking up a row 


of some kind here,” he said, as he caught her by 























the arm. “Slide out that door while I punch that 
And as Dolly thankfully “ducked,” 


she saw a big arm shoot out and come into abrupt 


chap’s head.” 


contact with a black, pigtailed head. 

As Dolly caught a breath of fresh air in the 
doorway, she saw a policeman elbowing his way 
through the crowd, and she stepped out into the 
narrow street with a sigh of relief. A few steps 
from the theatre, however, she halted, at the open- 
ing of a narrow alley. 

“l’m a nice newspaper woman, I am!” ‘she told 
herself, bitterly. “Just the minute anything in- 
teresting begins to happen, I run away and hide! 
I'm a credit to my profession, I don’t think!” 
And Dolly’s cheeks burned hotly. 

“Maybe that was a regular Highbinder row and 
that pin of mine started it, somehow or other. 
Well, anyhow, I can go back and pump that fat 
policeman and get a story that 
way, but I'm ashamed of my 
self. Just because I happen 
to be dreadfully and horribly 
afraid of Chinamen I’ve let 
the best story yet get away 
from me.” She turned back, 
but before she could take a 
step toward the theatre, a 
long arm reached out of the 


alley, seized her by the throat, 





and drew her down, down, 
hundreds of feet down, it 
seemed to the terrified girl, 
into darkness. 
There was no chance to 
ery out: the grip on her 
throat provided for that, and 


unseen hands which held her 


firmly, made strug- 
gling useless. But 
Dolly’s quick brain, 


once the first numb- 
ing horror was over, 
rapidly All 
the frightful 

that she had 


heard 


worked 
things 
ever 
about China- 
town and _ its 
people rushed 
through her 
mind with sick- 
ening clearness. 
Tales of white 
women lured 
depths 
and never heard .._, ' gs 
ITS A WOMAN \ WHITE WOMAN 
HERE BEFORE THEY KILL ME!” 
FEAR AND THE HANDS TORI 


into its 


of again came 


on waves oO! 
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HE DAILIES” 


memory. She was being carried downstairs, 
probably into one of those underground passages 
for which old Chinatown was famous. 

Then the hand was taken from her throat, a 
door opened in the darkness, Dolly was thrown 
into a dimly-lighted room, and her captors made 
their way upstairs again. 

She jumped to her feet instantly and seized the 
knob of the door. It was locked, of course. 


With a sob, Dolly 


look at her surroundings. The 


faced about and took a good 
room, a small 


one, was so dimly lighted by a dirty lamp which 
Doll 


appalling fact—she was _ not 


stood on a wooden table that could dis- 
tinguish only one 


alone. In a bunk at one side of the room lay 


a figure, sleeping or dead, the girl did not know 


dark 


Suddenly, out of the dimness, 


which: and on the 
crouched another. 


floor, in a corner, 


this second figure 
hurled itself upon 
Dolly. 


“It’s a woman! A 


white woman! Oh 
Save me—get me out 
of here before they 
kill me'” The voice 
was shrill with fear 
and the hands tore 


madly at Dolly’s 
Dolly 

stooped and 
\ looked into the 


face of the wo 


skirts. 


man who was 
sobb 1 ng so 
wildly. 


that miserable 


Even in 


light there was 
no mistaking 
the face that 
every) news 
paper in town 
had been pictur 
ing for a week 


Dolly 


hysterically. 


laughed 


“T’ve done 
it she cried 
wildly ea ea 
made the scoo] 
of the year! 
ve found 
Muriel Arm- 
strong !” \nd 
she wrapped the 


! OH, SAVE ME—GET ME OUT O! 


THE VOICE WAS SHRILL WITH 
MADLY AT DOLLY’S SKIRTS. in her arms, 


trembling girl 


ee 7 
~~ 
5 
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“Yes, yes, but don’t make so much neise— 
don’t wake him!” Muriel pointed with terror 
to the figure in the bunk. She was shaking now 
so that she could scarcely stand. Dolly drew 
her down upon the rough wooden chair and 
leaned close to her. 

“Don’t be afraid. 
here, you and I. 


We're going to get out of 
You must buck up and be brave, 
do you understand?” And she rubbed the girl’s 
cold hand against her soft cheek. The newspaper 
instinct awake in Dolly Desmond. THE 
Comet should have this.story if she had to tear 
her own hands. In the 
meantime she petted the shivering Muriel and 
glanced fearfully toward the bunk. 

“Who is he?” she whispered, her lips close 
to Muriel’s ear. 


was 


Chinatown down with 


“The guard they put in this afternoon when I[ 
screamed and pounded on the door. 
kill me if I didn’t keep still.” 

“H’m! We're not as far underground as I 
thought,” remarked Dolly, softly. “Has he been 
smoking long?” 

“Hours. 
get out?” 

“I know we shall 


He said he’d 


Do you—oh, do you think we’ll ever 


That man’s got a key about 
him somewhere and I’m going to have it.” Dolly 
rose with determination and pushed the fright- 
ened Muriel aside. Inside she was quaking with 
the fears of a dozen girls, but outwardly she 
was Miss Desmond of THe Comet, moving fre- 
lentlessly upon the enemy. Quietly, she crept to 
the edge of the bunk and glanced at the miser- 
able specimen of humanity lying upon it, his eyes 
glazed, his mouth half open, and his beloved pipe 
clutched tightly in one hand. He was a China- 
man, but dressed in citizen’s clothes. 

Sick with repulsion, Dolly forced herself to 
touch the creature; he did not move. Growing 
braver, she slid her hand softly into one of the 
pockets of his coat, but it was empty. The man 
stirred; Dolly held her breath. She could feel 
the excitement of the other girl, who crouched, 
Dolly 
must have that key at any cost. 


panic-stricken, in a knew she 
Cautiously she 
tried the other pocket—something, it felt like a 
bunch of keys, met her trembling fingers. She 
seized it feverishly, and then, suddenly, the man 
awakened from his stupor, and with a snarl of 
rage reached for her throat. 

scream from the corner of the 
Dolly backed away from the bunk, and 
the Chinaman, now thoroughly roused, jumped 
from the shelf in the wall and sprang for the 
girl. He was a fearful sight, with his bleared 
eyes and twitching face. Dolly shrank away from 
him, but he seized her by the shoulders, mutter- 


corner. 


There was a 
room. 





ing angrily; the coveted keys fell to the floor 
with a clatter. 

“Get them, Muriel, get the keys!” Dolly’s 
voice rang out as she turned suddenly on the 
man who had seized her, and grasped his throat 
with her strong, young fingers. Half-crazed and 
wholly weakene* by opium, the Chinaman was no 
match for a girl who had been trained by four 
years of college athletics, but he did not relax his 
hold. 

Muriel, nearly out of her senses with terror, 
groped on the floor for the keys as the two strug- 
gled. It seemed hours to Dolly, her hands still 
on the thin neck of her assailant, fighting like a 
tiger to keep them there, but at last she heard 
the clink of the keys as Muriel’s hand grasped 
them. The Chinaman heard, too, and with a 
sudden jerk he sprang aside, dragging Dolly w th 
him. They fell to the floor, crashing against tie 
table held the lamp, and in another 
moment the room was in darkness; then, sud- 
denly, flames burst out and filled the room. There 
was a piercing shriek from the Chinaman, and at 
the same moment Muriel’s trembling fingers 
found the lock of the door. 

“Get away, quick, before they come—I can hold 
him here—but hurry!” Dolly’s breath came in 
gasps and sobs, her fingers were numb, but they 
clung to the neck of the man on the floor. “Go 
to the office of the Tne Comet and tell them I’m 
here!” And Muriel, too frightened to disobey, 
plunged into the passage outside. 

It was dark in the passage and Muriel had 
nothing to guide her. Mad with fear, she rushed 
along, slipping, stumbling, running against sharp 
turns, drawing her breath in terror- 
stricken pants. She had no idea whether or not 
she was going in the right direction; her only 
thought was to hurry—to find someone who would 
come to the rescue of that brave girl who was 
fighting death in the little underground den. To 
her horror, she had only gone a short distance 
when she heard footsteps. Somebody was pur- 
suing her down the long passage. She tried to 
run faster, but she was weak and dizzy; her feet 
dragged like those of one in a nightmare; the 
man was gaining upon her every second. If she 
could only reach the stairs! The girl she had 
left had told her that they were underground; 
perhaps if she could reach the steps her voice 
might be heard outside. She nerved herself for a 
last effort and sprang forward, only to strike her 
head against another turn in the passage. With 
a cry of pain, Muriel sank to the ground, un- 
conscious. 


which 


sobbing, 


Someone’s arms were around her and the voice 
of the girl she had left in the underground room 














sounded in her ears as she regained her senses 
—-Dolly was lifting her to her feet. 

“Quick!” Dolly said, in a whisper. “They’ve 
found him and they’ll be after us in a minute. 
We must be nearly to the street. Muriel, you’ve 
got to get up!” 

“Tt was you following me?” Muriel sobbed as 
Dolly pulled her to her feet and dragged her 
along the passage. 

“Yes—the man fainted. I think he must have 
struck his head on the table when he dragged 
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oncoming pursuers, who were still in the pas- 
sage. 

“Just a few more—see, there’s the top, I can see 
a street lamp.” Dolly’s words were brave, but 
her heart sank. Even out of the underground 
passage they were far from safe, but she wourd 
not think of that. She must get Muriel up those 
stairs. 

It was fat and cheery looking Policeman 
O’Farrel who saw the two exhausted girls 
emerge from the dark alley just as he was hurry- 














” 


“GET THEM, MURIEL! GET THE KEYS! 
WHO SEIZED HER AND GRASPED HIS THROAT WITH HER STRONG, YOUNG FINGERS. 


me down. I heard them coming, so I dropped 
him and ran. This whole place’ll be on fire in a 
minute—smell the smoke?” They were both 
choking as they ran. The smoke was filling -the 
passage rapidly, and behind them they heard foot- 
steps. Dolly put her arm around the other girl 
and forced her to quicken her steps. She did 
not speak again, all their strength was needed to 
fight their way through the stifling atmosphere. 
At last they stumbled against a stair. The foot- 
steps behind them were sounding closer and 
closer. They could hear the sharp chatter of their 





DOLLY’S VOICE RANG OUT AS SHE SUDDENLY TURNED ON THE MAN 


ing to the fire which had broken out beneath 
the Chinese theatre. They gasped out their story 
as he called a taxicab for them. He eyed Dolly 
in sudden recognition. 

“Ye’re th’ little lady who started the row in th’ 
theatre with the gold fan pin, aren’t ye?” he 
asked severely. 

Dolly nodded meekly. 

“I’m a reporter on THE Comet,” she replied. “I 
found the pin one day in the street. I didn’t 
know it amounted to anything.” 

“With thim Chinks ye can’t tell whin a thing 
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“TAKE MONEY FOR GETTING THE BIGGEST SCOOP OF THE SEASON ? WELL, I SHOULD THINK Not ! I'M 
”? 
SATISFIED. 


amounts to annything or not,” O’Farrel re- matinee, and how she had been immured for a 
marked. week in underground Chinatown. 

“It had something to do wid wan of their 3ut the joy of Tue Comet’s staff was small 
Tongs, or sacret societies, and it’s lucky ye are compared to that of the Armstrong household 
that nothing worse come to ye. I'll be seein’ ye when their daughter was returned to them safe 
safe out of th’ neighborhood.” and sound. It was a happy star reporter who 

received the thanks of the overjoyed parents, 
— was joy in the office of THe Comet and who replied, when Muriel’s father tried to 
when Dolly Desmond brought in the missing press a handsom,. check upon her: 





Muriel Armstrong. The young heiress told how “Take money for getting the biggest scoop of 
she had been kidnaped by means of a fortune- the season! Well, I should think not! I’m sat- 
teller whose rooms she visited upon leaving the  isfied.” And Dolly was. 


The June Photoplay will contain two “Dolly” stories. 





Business of Being Funny , le 


A! CHRISTIE, who is directing the Nestor comedies, is telling a good one, which he claims illus- 
trates what the general public thinks a comedian has to be. 
Some few days ago a woman came to him reqttesting that he find a place in his company for her 
son, a lad of about nineteer 5 
“He’s so funny he’d make you die laughing,” declared the woman, “and I am sure he would make 
good. He has fits, you know.” Christie has not had him sign his contract yet. 
94 














“Won in the Clouds” 


A THRILLING STORY OF AN AFRICAN HUNT 


By Otis Turner 


Illustrations from the Universal Film 


S night fell and the natives began to kin- 

dle a camp-fire, here and there the flick 

ering lights played upon a stocky, khaki- 
clad man, with a pith helmet, who was standing 
near one of the campfires. He was talking with 
a pretty girl, also clad in a riding skirt of khaki, 
a blouse of blue flannel, and whose brown tresses 
were crowned with a helmet fashioned like her 
father’s. About the two were grouped twenty 
or more oily-skinned Kafirs, their black, evil 
faces outlined by the flickering lights from the 
fire. 

The scene was a tiny camp on the edge of an 
African jungle, and the two chief personages 
mentioned were Cecil James, an English hunter 
of big game, and his daughter, Grace. James had 
roamed India from end to end in pursuit of jungle 
beasts, and wherever he went Grace had accom- 
panied him, for she was a typical out-of-doors 
girl, who enjoyed the exciting sport as much as 
did her father. By way of change, James had 
suddenly decided upon an excursion into the 
African jungles, where, according to reports 
which had reached him, game was unusually 
thick. A fortnight after making this decision, 
James and his daughter were encamped, where 
we found them, on the borders of the game 
country. 

“So you really think, dad, that to-morrow will 
find us in the field and landing our first trophies 
of the hunt?” queried the girl. 

“The native runners reported this afternoon 
sighting two tigers, a lion and a hippo. All were 
within a radius of twenty miles of the camp, 
and by starting early in the morning I feel cer- 
tain we should be rewarded ere nightfall. Hunt- 
ing, after all, is a game—it is the thrill and 
surprise of what may lie just beyond that makes 
it fascinating—that adds zest to the sport.” 

“I know, dad—” began the girl, when suddenly 
a hubbub and commotion around a distant camp- 
fire attracted their attention and sent them both 


running in the direction of the sound. Hoars¢ 


shouts and angry mutterings, punctuated by a 
single cry for mercy in a high, shrill voice, lent 





speed to their feet. Breaking through the angry 
circle of Kafirs who were assembled about the 
fire, James found Bangula, one of the natives, 
pinioned between two of his fellows, while all 
about him sharp-pointed spears were raised aloft 

“What's the trouble here?” 


Il an angry tone, 


demanded James, 


“Him try steal um gun! Him break um rule. 
We spear him!” explained one of the natives. 
James instantly perceived that Bangula had 
broken the unwritten law of the camp, which for 
bade any of the natives to touch the rifles or gun 
racks, and that he had been instantly taken t 
task by his associates. Since Bangula was on 
of the most experienced of game trackers, how 
ever, the Englishman resolved to spare him, upon 


his promise never to repeat the offense. 


1 
i 


Giving orders, therefore, which resulted in the 


release of the captive, James led Bangula_ to 
one side and lectured him severely for his 
breach of discipline. The native was conscience- 
stricken and groveled at the feet of his savior, 
for he well knew that but for the interferenc 
of James he would have been pierced by a dozen 
spears ere now, since death was invariably the 
punishment inflicted for a fracture of the rules 
hy which the native Kafirs were governed 

\s James finished his arraignment, Bangula 
arose again to his feet, his hands flew to his head 
dress and from behind the band of feathers which 
encircled his head he drew forth a dirty roll of 
cloth.  [ 
hand wl 
bit of gl 


“Vou take um!” urged the native 


‘nrolling it swiftly he shook out in his 
at appeared to be an irregularly shaped 
ass 
“Me give 
um you for save Bangula’s life 

James rolled the bit of glass about in his palm, 
held it so that the light from the camp-fire shone 
and glittered from its every angle, and _ finally 
touched it with his tongue. Surprise was pic- 
tured on his face as he asked, “Where you get 
it?” 

“Get um Kabangans!” answered the -native 
naming a tribe of head hunters, whose country 
lay just the other side of the jungle, on the bor- 
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ders of which the party was camped. “You know 
um ?” 

James nodded his head slowly as an indication 
that he understood, and then turning to Grace, 
remarked: “My child, this is a rare experience. 
have ever 
It must be worth a thousand dollars, and 


This is one of the finest diamonds | 


seen. 
yet Bangula says he got it over there in the Ka- 
bangan country. If he speaks the truth it means 
the discovery of a new diamond field, for we are 
hundreds of miles from any known or hitherto 
exploited diamond mine.” 

“How strange!” gasped the girl. “Do you 
suppose Bangula is telling the truth?” 

“Stranger things have happened,” answered her 
father. ‘This 


invaded by white men and wealth in unsuspected 


country through here is rarely 
as ty 
quantities may he almost beneath our feet. 


Bangula seemed to understand the discussion 
going on between father and daughter, and ap- 
peared anxious to satisfy them of his truthful- 
ness, for at this point he declared: “You like um, 
me get more. Kabangans much bad people, but 
you go long, me get more. 


Me know. 


“Sure, I'll go,” responded James, his blood now 


Kabangans have plenty 


more. Me show you.” 


tingling with the fever of diamond hunting, and 
all thought of big game apparently forgotten. 
“And I'll go, 
our Kafirs there won't be any danger.” 
“No take um 
“Kafir scare um 


we go!” 


too,” declared Grace, “for with all 


Kafir,” interrupted Bangula. 


Kabangans. Kill um all! Just 


Though James and Grace both argued with him 


for a half hour longer, Bangula was firm on this 


point and eventually 


he might be right. 


they had to concede that 
Orders were accordingly given 
to the Kafir chiefs to remain encamped where 
they were, as James, his daughter and Bangula 
were the following morning going into the jun- 
gles on an expedition of their own, which would 
take several days, and the hunting of big game 


would be resumed upon their return to camp. 


M 


that 


\NWHILE, in the c’.y of 
another plan for seeking the same diamonds 


Bloemfontein, 


James and Bangula were trailing was well 
Siegmund Bjornsen, a wealthy bank- 


Bloemfontein, had learned of the treasure 


under way. 
er of 
which lay within the Kabangan country, and real- 
izing how immensely wealthy it would make him 
should he be able to find and exploit the new 
field, about 
way of reaching the distant Kabangan 
country without the hardship of the long and tire- 
some trip across country 


The Bloemfontein papers were full of the mar- 


diamond alone and unaided he set 


finding a 
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velous feats of Roy Knabenshue, the American 
aviator, and his dirigible balloon, at about thi: 
time, Knabenshue being then in Cape Town. 
Reading of the exploits of the American, Bjorn 
sen was suddenly struck with the thought that 
here was just the man and the mode of travel that 
he needed for carrying out his plans. 
tives of 


Representa- 
Bjornsen, aboard Knabenshue’s air- 
craft, could, within a comparatively few hours, be 
wafted to the Kabangan country, close treaties 
with the native chiefs by which the diamond mines 
might be exploited, and return with the agree- 
ments which woul, enable Bjornsen to go ahead 
with his scheme, all without any great expense or 
a long and arduous journey which would con 
sume weeks. The consent of the American air 
man to the project was now the only obstacle that 
lay in the way so far as Bjornsen could foresee 

Within the hour a long telegram was forward 
ed to Knabenshue, briefly outlining the proposi- 
tion and offering a goodly sum for his services 
and assistance. Within twenty-four hours Bjorn 


sen was in receipt of a reply from the birdman, 


saying that he would arrive on the Saturday 
foll wing. 
The day arrived, and with it the American 


and his airship. All afternoon he was closeted 
in the private office of the Bloemfontein banker 
that invited to the 


home to spend the week-end. 


banker’s 
Knabenshue was 


and evening was 
enthusiastic over the proposition as outlined by 
Bjornsen and readily agreed to undertake the long 
trip to the land of the Kabangans. 
his visit to the 


Following 
home and his meeting 
and prett) 
daughter of the man whose employ he had en 


banker’s 
with Mary Bjornsen, the plump 
tered, Knabenshue was more than ever interested, 
for he found himself bewitched by the golden- 
haired goddess who presided over the banker's 
home and flattered himself that Mary, in a meas- 
ure at least, reciprocated his affection. 
ingly 


Accord 
it was with a light heart and a determined 
spirit that Knabenshue set out the following Mon- 
day morning to begin his preparations for the 
flight. 
N the meantime, James, his daughter, and 
sangula had penetrated far into the jungle, 
and, on the other side, into the country of the 
head One day they stumbled 
pectedly into a Kabangan village and, before they 
could retreat, 


hunters. unex- 


found themselves surrounded and 


hemmed in on every side by the coal-black na- 
Both James and Grace thought the end 
had come when they perceived the dark glances 
which the natives cast upon them, but in a mo 
ment their surprise was still further increased by 


tives. 























THE AVIATOR FOUND HIMSELF BEWITCHED BY THE GOLDEN-HAIRED GODDESS WHO PRESIDED OVER THE 
BANKERS HOME 
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wished that he had permitted his daughter to 


accompany them, for she had a most exciting 
tale to tell 
During the absence of James and Bangula, 


Portuguese Jack had forced his society upon her, 
told her that he loved her and insisted upon het 
promising to remain in the village as his wife. He 
] 


declared he knew where James and Bangula wer 


busy daily, and maintained that he would ex- 
pose them to the chief unless she promised to 
marry him. Terrified, and ready to promise any- 


thing in order to get rid of him, Grace gasped 
the 


father and the 


out an assent and then shut herself within 


kraal to await the return of her 


faithful Bangula 


James at once realized that a longer stay in 


the Kabangan village was impossible, and _ that 


they would be extremely lucky to escape with 


even the diamonds which they had already col- 


lected. Portuguese Jack appeared on the scene 
within a half hour following the return of James 
» the village and the Englishman swore to kill 


him if he even so much as spoke to Grace again 


It was with difficulty that the girl prevented him 
from attacking the renegade then and_ there 
Knowing that he would call down upon them- 
selves the hatred of the entire native village if 


he laid hands upon Jack, Grace’s father kept his 


temper under control and contented himself with 
he 
Tac k however, had already taken offense, and 


murmuring that he was going to expose him to 


Kabangans, went off in the direc 


tion of the chief’s kraal. Rushing her father and 
Bangula to the big feast house, which stood in 
he center of the village, Grace insisted upon 
the rying the diamonds in the loose soil be 


neath the firepots in the center of the room, de- 


Portuguese Jack nor the native 


lef would ever suspect them in such a hiding 
place, while they would almost certainly search 
every nook and cranny of the hut which had been 


issigned to them and in which-they had lived 


up to this time 


Barely were the diamonds concealed when a 
nd of natives, accompanied by Jack and the 
ef himself, surrounded them, and, through an 
nterpreter, demanded what they had done with 


had 


lames haughtily ignored the threatening attitude 


the diamonds they taken 


and turning toward the chief he 


loud 


by such an inquiry. 


natives 
what h: 
The bluff, for bluff it 
was, would undoubtedly have been successful but 
for Portuguese Jack. 


demanded in a and angry ton 


meant 


The renegade smiled wick- 


edly and murmured in an undertone, “It won't 


work, James, for I’ve told him of your diamond 























“SEEING ME SMOKING A PIPE, THEY IMAGINED ME TO BE A DEITY OF SOME SORT AND BOWED IN 
REVERENCE” 
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hunting and you'll never get out of this village 
You'll get that 
only upon the assurance that Grace shall become 


alive except with my assistance. 


my wife.” 
“You cur! 


man who had thus insulted his daughter. 


‘cried James, struggling to reach the 
“Tl 
see her killed before my very eyes before I’ll con- 
sent to such a marriage.” 

“Then we'll try not to disappoint you,” sneered 
lack, as he and the chief, accompanied by the 
muttering natives, retired. 

Less than an hour later one of the native run- 
ners arrived with news that a large band of Kaf- 
firs were in the neighborhood and instantly the 


war drums and tom-toms began their noisy call 


to arms. From every hut and kraal came the na- 
tive warriors, carrying spears, shields and war 
paraphernalia. Trooping into the huge feast- 


house, they offered up a sacrifice to the gods of 
then forth to 


in battle 


war and went meet their ancient 


enemies 


Taking advantage of the Heaven-sent oppor- 
tunity, James, Grace and Bangula gathered their 
few belongings and mounting the howdah of 
Rajah, their elephant, went silently forth from 
the village. Good fortune favored. them and 
when morning dawned and the Kabangans re- 


turned with many prisoners, they discovered that 
the fire god and his white daughter were missing. 
Portuguese Jack cursed long and loudly over the 
discovery, and though he searched every nook and 
cranny of the kraal in which James had lived he 
That meant 
back. 


Again the man cursed his gods and. raved like a 


could find no trace of the diamonds. 


Grace and her father would never come 


mad creature. 


WO weeks later James, Grace and Bangula 
appeared in the lobby of the King Edward 
Hotel in Bloemfontein, whither they had gone 
following their escape from the Kabangan coun- 


try. As they sat in the lobby of the hotel, Grace 


was reading to her father from the morning 
newspaper. Several days previous the bank of 
which Siegmund Bjornsen had been president 


had failed, and the father of Mary was now a 
ruined man 
to the 


The proposed flight of Knabenshue 


diamond country was therefore immedi 


ately abandoned and the American was about to 
repack his dirigible and return to Cape Town. 
The paper from which Grace was reading chron 
icled the fact that he was going to make an ex- 
hibition flight over the city, however, before he 
departed and interest in the strange exhibition 
was most keen. 

father, a 


remarked: 


Suddenly Grace looked up to her 


strange twinkle in her eyes, and 





PHOTOPLAY MAGAZINE 


“Daddy, why can’t we get this Mr. Knabenshue 
to take us back to the Kabangan village? Aboard 
his airship, we can slip quietly back there, secure 
the precious gems and fly away again without 
The dirigible will 
be sure to awe the natives even more than did 
your pipe, and doubtless they will be eager to 
make you chief on account of your marvelous 
powers.” 


much difficulty or hardship. 


James laughed at the idea, but the more he 
thought it over the more convinced he became 
that it was feasible. Accordingly, that afternoon 
James and Grace called upon Roy Knabenshue at 
Bjornsen’s 
Mary 
They outlined their accomplishments in the Ka- 
bangan country, and, since he already had been 
fully informed regarding the marvelous diamond 
fields, it was not hard to persuade Knabenshue to 
aid them. 


home, where he was visiting with 


$jornsen, who now was engaged to him. 


Terms were arranged to the satisfac- 
tion of all concerned and the American birdman 
promised to undertake the task assigned, upon the 
condition that James would permit his fiancée to 
accompany the party. Assent was given, and the 
following day the huge aircraft sailed away. 

A landing was made within two miles of the 
Kabangan village, and James and Grace, accom- 
panied by Bangula, set out for the native village 
to secure the stones. It was agreed that the huge 
aircraft should come for them when a smoke sig- 
nal was sent from the summit of a hill which 
rose just behind the village. 

Great was the astonishment of the natives and 
of Portuguese Jack when James and his daughter 
again entered the village. The renezade deter- 
mined that the girl should never leave the country 
alive and he at once went into conference with 
the chief as to how best to effect her capture. 

“Let us not permit the fire god to again leave 
us,” urged Portuguese Jack. “Let us confine him 
in the feast-house and allow the jungle beasts to 
guard him for us.” 

The Kabangan chief readily agreed, and thirty 
minutes later saw James bound to a stake in the 
center of the very kraal in which the diamonds 
were concealed. Grace 


she 
saw her father led away as a captive, and she 
hurried forth to the hilltop and kindled the smoke 
signal which was to bring Knabenshue to their 
aid. 


was terrified when 


She had determined to leave the country 
without the diamonds, rather than endanger the 
life of her father further. 

Jack had been busy in her absence. 


Taking a 
strip of raw meat he laid a trail from the kraal 
in which James was confined to the borders of 
the jungle, where huge lions and tigers were wont 
The scent of the meat would bring 


to roam. 
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these kings of the jungle to the feast-house, and 
there an even juicier morsel would await them. 
Jack smiled craftily as he saw his plans nearing 
completion. 

Meeting Grace, he cried: “My poor girl, now 
you are left alone and unprotected. The lions 
are already about to devour him. See, there are 
two of them now!” 

Even as he pointed, Grace beheld two graceful 
beasts, noses to the ground, making their way to- 


ward the feast-house. 3ut I will protect you. 


PORTUGUESE JACK GRINNED VICIOUSLY WHEN THE 


j 


TO THE 


Marry me and we can rule over these natives as 
king and queen, for they regard us as Heaven- 
sent beings.” 

“Never!” gasped Grace, as she struck him in 
the face with her little fist and went dashing te 
her father’s rescue with a wild cry of, “I’m 
coming, daddy, I’m coming!” 

Inside the kraal James tugged and struggled 
with his fastenings, while before him crouched 


the lions. Accustomed to cringing, fear-mad- 


dened blacks, who always fled at their approach, 


the beasts 





IN THE 


did not understand this man who 
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faced them with steady eyes. 
hesitated, 
her revolver into their very faces. 


Even while they 
Grace jumped into the kraal and fired 
With a snarl 
of baffled rage, the kings of the jungle turned 
tail and fled in the direction whence they had 
come 

Grace managed to release the thongs which 
bound her father, but in the same instant Jack 
peered in through the door and saw his prison 
ers about to escape. Cursing in his rage, the 
renegade barred the door, and running to a camp- 








NATIVES HAD FINISHED BINDING THE ENGLISHMAN 


STAKE 


fire over which two huge pots simmered and 
stewed, he grabbed up a flaming brand and 
set fire to the thatch and straw walls of the kraal. 

James and the girl were digging frantically for 
the diamonds concealed beneath the very spot on 
which James had been found, and it was several 
moments later when they became aware of their 
peril. 

Smoke and flames eddied about them on all 
sides. Outside, however, assistance was already 
at hand. The faithful Bangula had seen Jack 
fire the kraal, and, guessing his 





purpose, he 
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mped the rescue. Leaping upon the back of 
he renegade, Bangula bore him to the ground, 
ned him with a terrific blow, and then threw 
open the door. Grace and her father rushed to 
reed the bags of diamonds in their hands, 
behold the big dirigible coming 

- ; 


Natives had rushed from all the huts and kraals 


as the news of the fire at the feast-house spread 
throug! t the village, but tl Cy stopped spell- 
bound and gazed aloft as the huge aircraft drew 
nearer. This was surely a messenger straight 
fro Hye en. Never before had they seen such 
a sight, and in awe they bowed themselves to 
the n adoration 

Portuguese Jack was, however, recovering from 
his daze and with returning consciousness he 
perceived what was happening. Even as James, 
Grace and Bangula were hauled into the car 
which swung beneath the big silk bag, Jack rushed 
to the side of the chief and cried ‘The fire god 
is escaping. He takes with him your diamonds. 

he airship can't hurt you. It is nothing but a 
bag of wind. Strike it with one of your spears 
nd it vill fall dead at your feet Here, [ll 
sh 


Grabbing a spear from the nearest native, Jack 
sent it hurtling within a few inches of the gas 
bag overhead. Astonished that the gods above 
took no vengeance, the natives gathered courage 
and one after another hurled their spears aloft. 

“We're gone if ever one of those spears pierce 
the bag!” 
“Quick, then, hand me one of the lyddit 


shells!” screamed Mary Bjornsen, alert to what 


gasped Knabenshue. 


was happening. “It is their lives or ours, and 
we must not hesitate.” 

Knabenshue passed over three of the deadly 
shells, and Mary, Grace, her father and Bangula 
sent them downward. In a second the village out 
spread beneath their gaze was wrapped in a cloud 
of smoke. As it cleared they perceived the huts 


ind kraals demolished, the blazing ruins of the 


feast-house scattered far and wide, the natives 
dead and dying on every side and Portuguese 
Jack, the cause of all their trouble, a cold and 
lifeless figure on the ground. 

Horrified and sickened by the destruction 
wrought by the shells, the passengers in the car 
looked away, as the huge dirigible rose highet 
in the air and slowly sailed away, calm, majestu 


ind supreme 


Wouldn't You Faint If You Saw— 


Broncho Billy’s Burial! 
A kind-hearted Landlord! 
Something happen to “Mary”! 
A Colonel without a daughter! 
\ Cines comedy that is funny! 
An honest, well-fed half-breed! 
A Smuggler without a daughter! 


\ Lover without a villainous Rival! 
\ Criminal escape from the Sheriff! 


\ Country Girl w 


ithout a sunbonnet! 


\ Hero hung before Heroine arrives! 


An Indian who doesn't fold his arms! 


\ Girl whom the 


Villain can’t deceive! 


Guy Coombs die in less than five scenes! 


l'rancis X. Bushman with his hair mussed! 
\ lost letter that is not found by the Villain! 


\ Farmer without sl 


1 


iredded-wheat whiskers! 


\ Cowboy without a bandana around his neck! 


\rthur Mackley without a tin plate on his chest! 


Someone pay for the drinks in a bar-room scene! 


\n Invalid who is able 


\ | athe I wl oO approves of 


to pay the Cruel Landlord! 


the man his Daughter loves! 


\ Lover who hasn’t an engagement ring in his vest pocket! 


\ Heroine who doesn’t know 


the telephone directory by heart! 


\ rich Hero who doesn't prefer a gawky country girl to a pretty heiress! 
\ Hero in imminent peril who hasn’t the police station telephone number on the tip of his tongue 
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Loree Starr--Photoplay Idol 


A FASCINATING SERIAL STORY, PRE- 
SENTING A NEW TYPE OF HERO 


By Robert Kerr 


Illustrated by Lauren Stout 


SYNOPSIS OF PRECEDING CHAPTERS—Lorce Star, a St. Louis youth, refuses the plea 

f his mother and relatives to follow in the footsteps of his father, a successful business man. He 
has leanings toward the stage, and the adulation of the girls of his acquaintance, bestowed as the re- 
sult of his success as a fo. tball player, settles the matter. He goes to New York, and finds that 
jetting on the stage is not as easy as he imagined. He fights on, however, sustained by occasional 
small parts in melodramas, and finally, when his fortunes are at their lowest ebb, obiains work as 
but 


Lois Richards, wife of the director, soon shows a decided partiality for him, which causes gossip 


in extra man in a moving picture company, through an actor friend. His success ts immediate, 
and jealousy among other members of the company. She lets him see that she is in love with 
him, but he resists her, and, in revenge, Lots complains to her husband that he has persecuted her 
with his attentions, and he is summarily discharged. He feels that he has found his true career, 
however, and, instead of resuming the search for a job, goes boldly to the head of one of the larg- 
est of the film companies, telling him that he thinks the time has come for the exploitation of a 
male star, and offering to write his own scenarios. His offer ts accepted, as a result of his audactty. 
Still believing audacity to be his best card, Loree quarrels violently with the leading director of his 
new company, who ts to produce his pictures, and refuses to work with him. This turns out well, 
and he is soon on the road to success. Though overwhelmed with “mash” notes, he pays atten 
tion only to the letters from a severe critic—a woman, who suggests many tmprovements in his 
work, and helps him greatly. Finally, she consents to mect him, and, going to the rendezvous she 
names, Loree finds that she is Lois Bertram, who caused his previous dismissal. She tells him, calmly, 
that she trapped him deliberately; that they are marooned in Greenton for the night, with no 


way of getting away. 


PART IV. choosing his words carefully. “But you—well, 


HE girl’s silvery laugh, that he remem- you weren’t very friendly when I left the com- 
bered so well, rang out merrilly, while pany.” 
Loree, still staggered by his recognition “Oh—you didn’t take that seriously, did you?” 
of her, was staring stupidly at her. she said. “Why, I had to do that. Grant was 
“Oh, dear!” she cried. “You're too funny, beginning to get suspicious. I suppose some of 
Loree! You're standing there like a great calf. the tabby cats in the company had been talking. 
\ren’t you glad to see me?” So I had to do something to let him see that 
Loree’s silence convicted him. He wasn’t glad he was number one with me. Don’t you under- 
to see her—because he had never been in love’ stand? I need Grant in my business.” 
with her, which was just what Lois had never “Where is he to-night?” asked Loree. 
been able to understand. “Oh, off on one of his trips. I don’t know 
To give him time to decide what to do, Loree where. Oh, Loree—don’t be angry! I did trick 
insisted that they go into the waiting room of you—but I’ve helped you, too, with those letters, 
the little station. haven’t I? I’ve watched your work in the Titan 


“Oh, you’re too bad!” she cried, when they films, and I really do know something about the 

ere seated. “I meant to punish you—and you’ve game. I wanted to see you make good.” 

iled it all by making me laugh! I was going For the first time there was something in her 

to give you a bad half hour. Loree—no one can’ voice that troubled Loree. Despite his popular- 

see us in here. Don’t be silly—let’s be friends!” ity and his success, and Hampton’s constamt as- 
“T’ve always wanted to be friends,” said Loree, surance that he was winning largely on his per- 
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sonality and his good looks, he was still modest. 
He liked to think that his triumph was due to his 
ibility as an actor. He was unlike a good many 
men, who, in his position, would have enjoyed the 
thought that girls all over the country were actu- 
ally fal And he 
flattered himself that Lois really cared 
him. 


ling in love with his pictures. 
had never 
two pins for Yet, unless she was acting, 
what she had just said sounded as if— 


‘Look Mrs 


“Don’t!” she cried, 


here, Richards,” he began. 


sharply. “I hate that name. 


Can’t you call me Lois?” 

‘All right—Lois, then,” he yielded. “Lois— 
this isn’t square. | was brought up to think 
pretty seriously of some things. And | was 
taught that a man who came between a husband 

ife was a pretty low down sort of 
beast.” 

‘Oh you—you baby!” she cried, s >rnfully. 

7 . 


Do 
Do you think I’m such an 


you trying to do? Protect me: 
you think I need it? 


ent, wax Coll oO! 


care? You 


a woman that I need your 


didn’t between us! You've 


best to 


after you! There, 


come 


done your stay and I’ve come 


Mr. that 
you? I'll admit it—lI’ll be shameless! 


’ 


away, 
sat- 


Oh, 


Puritan—does 


want you 
Before he could recoil she flung herself into 
held had 
And his 


to hold her off, seemed to be 


his arms. Once more he her, as he 


that 


caution, his desire 


done other time. once more 


swept away by a rising tide that she aroused in 
him. Involuntarily his arms held her, pressed 
her to him. Her lips were lifted to his. But 


he saw the light of conquest in her eyes, and 


pushed her away. 


“I’m sorry, Lois,” he told her, in a changed 
tone, “but it won’t do.” His voice was steady 
now; he had made up his mind. “I'll find some 
way to get you back to New York—or else Ill 
get you a room at the hotel here and walk to the 


“Do you mean that?” she said, her 


eyes 
blazing Her softer mood had passed; looking 
t her now anyone would have wondered, as 
Loree did, why Lois Bertram was supposed to 


be the most beautiful woman star in moving pic- 


tures. A malevolent look had come into her 
eyes 

“If you'll stop a minute you'll see that I can’t 
mean anything else,” said Loree, patiently. “I 
don’t think you’re quite yourself, Lois.” He hesi- 
tated as he pronounced her name again. “You— 
you don’t mean what you're trying to say. If 


you'd stopped to think, you’d never have been 
mad enough to trick. 


“I'll not be ordered about, by you or anyone 


play this Come—” 
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“And, iook here 
Loree—you think you’re being very high-minded 
and noble! You're acting now—for me! 
I could be impressed that way! 


else!” she flashed at him. 
As if 
But if you 
play with me you'll be sorry some time.” 

Loree’s helpless feeling was rapidly passing 
He was not angry; a better word to describe his 
mood would be disgust. And he thought, too 
that he Lois’ feeling. She 
nothing for him; she cared a great deal for hav 
ing her own way. He told himself that she 
might, in some inexplicable way, have been fas: 
nated by 


understood care 


him once. ~But now she was simply 
woman, determined to have her will; furious at 
being thwarted. 

“There’s no use threatening,” he said coolly 
“Come, now—let me take you to the hotel. Or 
if you prefer, I'll try to find a car, and driv 
you back to New York.” 

She looked at him; what she saw in his eves 
convinced her that he meant what he said, and 
would not change his mind. 

“I won't stay here,” she said, sullenly. 

“All right, V’ll go look for the car,” he said 
cheerfully. 

When he returned, a few minutes later, he was 
smiling. “I’ve found an old chap who’ll let me 
have his car,” he told her. 
after all.” 
She didn’t answer. 


“It’s going to be 
easy, 
Plainly, she meant to sulk 
and Loree, with a shrug of the shoulders, de 
cided that it was They 


hardly, after the scene they had passed through, 


just as well. could 


talk the ordinary talk of a casual meeting. Bet 


ter for her to be silent, no matter how much she 


hated him. He spoke to her just once again 
before they started. 

“You'll be glad it turned out this way t 
morrow,” he said. “I—I’d like to be friends 


Lois. You’ve done 


a lot for me, even if it was 
meant to be a joke.” 

“It wasn’t,” she said briefly, and gave him 
curious look. 

“Then I’ve all the more reason to be grateful,’ 
he replied. “And this is going to seem different 


when you’ve thought it 


over. By to-morri 
you'll be wondering how you ever came to think 
of it.” 

She made no answer, but sat sullenly duri.. 
the long drive to New York. He took her t 
her apartment house, saw her into the elevator 
and was about to turn away. 

“Come up with me!” she said, under he 
breath. “How does it look for you to leave m 
here?” 

So he went up. 


In a minor matter, such a 
this, he was prepared to humor her. 


The car 
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INVOLUNTARILY HIS ARMS HELD HER, PRESSED HER TO HIM. HER LIPS WERE LIFTED TO HIS. BUT 
HE SAW THE LIGHT OF CONQUEST IN HER EYES, AND PUSHED HER AWAY 
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“YOU'RE SILLIER THAN I THOUGHT, LOREE! I SUPPOSE YOU THOUGHT I WAS IN LOVE WITH YOU—THAT 


I WAS READY TO GIVE UP EVERYTHING FOR YOU, LIKE SOME SILLY CHILD IN A PLAY.” 
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was safe outside; he could stay a few moments, 
at least. 

“Wait for me,” she said, still in the hard, cold 
tone she had suddenly assumed when she had 
“T’ve got 
But I'll be back—then 


learned that she could not sway him. 
to get into a loose dress. 
you can go.” 

She laughed strangely as she disappeared. 

Loree, as he waited, wondered anew at the 
whole adventure. It seemed unlike the Lois 
Bertram he knew. It was not like the stories 
he had heard of her. And gradually the sus- 
picion that she had had some ulterior motive 
forced itself upon him. Surely she had been acting 
there at Greenton. She must have known that 
he would make her come back to New York. A 
sudden impulse moved him as he saw, on a chair, 
it showed the 


a time-table. He picked it up; 


Greenton trains. And there was a train down—a 
train that left Greenton at half-past ten, and 
would have brought them to New York before 
midnight! All her talk about being marooned 
in Greenton had been an invention, then. But 
why? 

He had the chance to ask her in a moment. 
She came in, not as he had half feared, in the 
sort of negligee in which she had been dressed 
on his first visit, but in a house gown that be- 
came her vastly and met all the demands of pro- 
priety fully. She saw the time-table in his hand. 

“Found out my little trick?” she asked. Her 
eyes were brilliant; her lips were parted in a 
smile. Once more she was the beautiful Lois 
Sertram. 

“Yes, what was the idea?” asked Loree. 

“Did you really think—did you have any idea 
that I meant all the things I said up there? 
Oh, you're sillier than I thought, Loree! I 
suppose you thought I was in love with you—that 
I was ready to give up everything for you, like 
some silly child in a play.” 

She laughed again, that silvery laugh that had 
made Loree wonder on the first day he had 
heard it, why she was content to act on the screen 
and so keep her audiences from hearing her 
voice. 

“So I really fooled you,” she said, shaking her 
head wisely. “I hardly hoped that I could. You 
mustn’t take things—and women—quite so seri- 
And now—don’t you think you’d 


ously, Loree. 
better go home? It’s quite late—and 

She made a little face. Loree, flushing scarlet, 
rose stiffly. 

“Yes, thank you—I think I’d better go,” he 
said. “Good-night.” 

“Good-night,” she answered. She did not go 
with him to the door, and puzzled and angry, he 
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made his way out alone. He could not imagine 
what had inspired this last mood of hers. The 
whole adventure, the crazy meeting at Green- 
ton, the acting she had done there, and on the 
sullen ride back to town, and then her easy, sar- 
castic treatment of him when she had induced 
And the worst 
of it was that he could not go to Wilkins, older 
and wiser in the ways of women, and seek his aid 


him to go up to her apartment! 


in untangling the problem. Wilkins would laugh 
at the story, for one thing; he wouldn’t under- 


stand, in any case. 


I’ Loree hadn’t been so busy he might have 
spent—and wasted—more time in thinking 
about Lois Bertram’s trick. But he had to throw 
himself into the work of making pictures, and he 
soon dismissed the whole episode from his 
mind, and forgot about it. His pictures were 
id he was be- 

ginning to be one of the best known of the 
stars. 


becoming increasingly popular, an 


Broome was delighted with his work, and, 
though Baker, the director with whom he had 
had trouble at the beginning of his engagement 
with the Titan company, sneered, the success of 
the films took the sting out of what he said. 

said old Wilkins, who 
had deserted the Rankin company, and was 


“It’s your personality,” 
now acting, at an increased salary, with Loree. 
“You're a good actor, and you write fine scenarios. 
You want 
to look out, boy. For instance—steer clear of 
our little friend, Lois. 

“What's that?” asked Loree, looking up, startled. 

“Steer clear of her—and « 
peated Wilkins. 
favorite, because of what you stand for, to about 


But, at that, it’s you they 


want to set 


all her kind,” re- 
“You're getting to be a great 
a million girls, more or less—and it’s going to be 
They’re romantic, 
them. They used to read Hall Caine 
and writers like him, and the heroes in those 


more—all over the country. 
most of 
books were their idols. Now, you and fellows 
like you are taking the place of the book 
heroes—” 
“Don’t talk rot,” interrupted Loree, flushing. 
“I’m not,” said Wilkins, calmly. “It’s true 
You’ve got some imaginary girl all fixed up as 
All right, why shouldn’t 
a girl think the same way of a man? Lots of 
them do. He’s the man they want to marry. I 


an ideal, haven’t you? 


don’t mean the man himself, but he’s the type— 
brave, and strong, and handsome, and noble, and 


chivalrous 


Actually, they marry an iceman or a 
grocery clerk—but until they do they want to 
keep their ideal. Well, they see you, on the screen, 
rescuing beauty in distress, and being a modern 
knight, generally—and then you're it. 


It’s good 
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business—for you, and for them. It doesn’t do 
any harm—sometimes it does a lot of good. 
They figure you out as being the sort of saint 
and hero you are in the films, and they live up 


“By Jove!” said Loree, laughing. “That’s a 
good deal of responsibility, isn’t it? I hadn't 
thought the thing out as far as that.” 

“You're right, it’s a responsibility,” said old 
Wilkins. Say, do you remember Trentham?” 

‘Trentham—he was the first actor who got to 
be a movie star, wasn’t he? Dropped out, lately. 


‘That’s the one. I'l! tell you why he dropped 


out. He was the soulful type. The girls were 
getting crazy about him. Then he got mixed up 
in a nasty indal—the very worst sort. There 
wasn’t any excuse for him. And his stock 
dropped right down to nothin, at all!” 
“Why? The scandal didn’t affect his acting, did 
it?” 
“No—but those girls couldn’t keep on idealizing 
a man who'd been branded as he had been. He'd 
let them read and hear about his real self—and 
it ‘nished him. Know what he’s doing now? 
¢ for a company in Chicago. After that 


andal got out he was hissed every time his 


face showed in a picure in a leading part. They 
could: how the films he was in. So it was 
hi nn 

‘Served him right,” said Loree. “I hadn't 
thought of that—but you're right, of course.” 


“Tt’s a curious thing,” Wilkins went on. “It 


t em to make any difference if a star’s 
married—that’s an ex loded idea. You see, it’s 
a type that he repr-sents, not the man _ him- 
self, who appeals to the girl. His having a 
W is all right—but he’s got to keep straight 
I don’t mean that all the stars do, but those 
who don’t are mighty careful not to let the 
facts ¢g if they don’t run according to rule. 
Get tl 4?” 

“T gue so,” said Loree, and he departed. 


2? EE had rather expected to hear something 
more from Lois. It seemed unlike her to have 
planned the elaborate trick that had resulted 
in his fool’s errand to Greenton and then drop 
the whole matter. But days and weeks passed, 
and when she next crossed his path it was in a 
way that did not seem to concern him directly. 

He reached the studio a few minutes late one 
morning, and, as he went upstairs, he passed a 
girl. She was crying, and, with her handkerchief 
to her eyes, did not see him, so that they ran 
into one another. 

“T bee your pardon,” said Loree. He was half 


laughing. Then he heard her sobs. But she 


pulled herself together gallantly and flashed a 
smile through her wet eyes 

“It was my fault!” she said. Then she seemed 
to recognize him, and he heard her catch her 
breath. For a moment it seemed that she was 
going to speak. Her lips did, indeed, form his 
name. He waited for her to say something, but 
she caught her breath again, smiled, and passed 
on. Puzzled, he shook his head, and went on up 
to the studio. There he found Hampton. 

“Girl in to see you just now?” he asked curi- 
ously. “In black—fair hair?” 

“Ye-es,” said Hampton, as if trying to re- 
member. “Oh, yes—that girl! Wanted a job. 
Been with the Rankin crowd—got fired. Told her 
she was taking her wares to the wrong market 
The chorus for hers.” 

“Why?” asked Loree—already inclined to be 
indignant. 

“Daughter of old Burnside—remember, he 
smashed up a while ago and died? Girl’s been 
in society—left without a cent. Has to earn her 
living. So she thinks of the stage—they all d 
She’s got a chance with a girl show, where the 
press agent can use her. No good to us—we 
don’t go in for that sort of publicity.” 

‘“‘H’m—take her address?” asked Loree. 

“Sure— I always give them the patter—‘Nothiny 
doing just now—leave your name and address 
I'll send for you if there’s an opening.’” said 
Hampton, with a laugh. He looked curiously at 
Loree. “You didn’t fall for her, did you?” 

“Let me have her address,” said Loree, with- 
out answering the question. “She’s an interest- 
ing type.” 

He said nothing more, but through Wilkins he 
learned something about the girl. She had been 
playing ingenue parts under Grant Richards. 

“Did pretty well, they tell me,” said Wilkins, 
who had pumped some of his old friends. “But 
Lois got sore when the new leading man over 
there showed signs of being stuck on the kid— 
you can guess the rest. Fired—and ail of Lois’ 
best little wire-pulling stunts used to keep her 
from landing anywhere else. Lois is some wire 
puller, too, when she gets going right.” 

Loree made no comments. Nor did he say 
anything more to Hampton—just then. He was 
learning guile. About a week later he dined with 
Hampton, as was their custom when a new 


scenario of any importance was ready. Hampton 
read the script while they dined; later, when 
their cigars were lighted, he began to talk. 

“This is the best yet, Loree!” he said. “It'll 
be a knock-out! Four-reeler—that’s what we'll 
make of it. Let’s see—we ought to start right 
away. You for Seaton—Milly Carter for the 
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heavy woman—I’ll play the lawyer—Tommy for 
the detective—French for the ingenue—no, she 
won't do. We want the blonde type for that. 
French is too stolid. Gad—l’ve got just the 
woman we want in mind—seen her, somewhere. 
But I can’t place her—” 

He began thinking aloud, and Loree, a smile in 
his eyes, watched him. 

“T know!” exploded Hampton suddenly. “That 
little Burnside girl that was in the other day! 
Wonder where she is! If she can act, she’s 
made for the part!” 

sot her address, haven’t you?” asked Loree. 


said Hampton, searching his 


kets. “I always do—but be hanged if I know 
here I put it!” 
ree § him time to search. Then he sup- 
: 1 4] ] gc 
tl 
[ had this part in mind when I asked you fo 
he said 
“Send for her—lI’ve got a hunch that you're 
ht. She may be just the one—though she’s 
bably inexperienced.” 
Hampton whistled. Then he stared at Loree 
idmiringly. 
Nothing foxy about you, is there?” he in- 
tired. “You wouldn’t tell me to hire her—oh, 
no! Nothing as simple as that! I had to make 
the suggestion! Well, you win!” 


Mary Burnside was at the studio the next 
morning when Loree got there. He nodded to 
her pleasantly. 


“Going to let us see your work?” he asked 


rfully. “I saw you on the stairs the other 
morning—but you’ve probably torgotten— 
Indeed I haven’t, Mr. Starr,” she said. “Mr 
Hampton wants to see if I can play an ingenue 
; a a 
‘t, he says, and I’m going to try very hard, 
leed.” 


He had written that 


1rio with a great deal of care, and he thought 

it Mary Burnside was as sure of success as 
anyone could be. Most of her scenes were with 
he had arranged that so that he could coach 

her, if she needed it. And when the morning’s 
work was over, Hampton came up to him with 


a broad smile. 

“She’s a find!” he said. “Loree, vou picked a 
vinner this time! You want to look out, though, 
she'll be stealing your thunder!” 

“She’s welcome, poor kid!” said Loree. “Think 
she'll do, eh?” 

“Sure,” said Hampton. “What’s the matter 
with Grant Richards? Has Bertram got him 
bluffed as badly as that? He used to be onto 

t if | 


his job—I though 1e’d passed this kid up she 


must be a lemon. But she’s all right. Give her 
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a month and she'll have Bertram yelling for 
help—and needing it, too.” 

Loree’s company, as Hampton ran it, was un- 
like a good many picture organizations. Hamp 
ton, though he had been trained by Baker, had 
a theory that he could get as good results by 
quiet methods as by the violent invective that 
Baker favored. When a scene went wrong, he 


didn’t kick over his stool and try to establish 


new records for long-distance swearing. Instead 
he was likely to turn the whole thing into a 
joke. 

“Gee!” he said, once, to Tommy Deane, while 
the new feature play was being done. “You've 


Tommy! 


sure got the right idea on that scen 
Great—simply great! But Starr’s such a crank 

suppose we do it the way he suggested in the 
scenario? No harm in humoring him, you know. 
Try it like this—” 

And, with the utmost patience and good na- 
ture, he explained the way the scene should be 
done—though convincing Deane that his own 
conception was the better 

“It’s ever so much nicer here than it was in the 
Rankin studio!” Mary Burnside said to Loree, 
after a few weeks. “Mr. Hampton treats us 
like human beings—and we really work faster 
than they ever did.” 

“Hampton's a fine chap,” said Loree, though 
he had a little twinge of jealousy. Of late 
Hampton had been claiming all the credit for 
Mary Burnside’s discovery! “You like the game, 
do you?” 


““T 1 


I'm happier than I ever was when—before 1 
had to work,” she said. “But it was hard at first. 


Al 
I tried to get an engagement on the legitimate 
stage, you know, and some of the men were— 


well, they were queer—the things they said and 


sug gested— 


Loree’s hands t 


ightened He knew what she 


meant—knew much better than she did herself, 


“IT can promise that there’ll be nothing of that 
sort to bother you here,” he said. “If you're 
ever annoyed—speak to Hampton, or to me.” 

All his life Loree had known what he wanted. 
In the old days in St. Louis he had determined 
to become an actor, despite the family plan to 
make him a partner in a prosperous wholesale 
grocery business. And, knowing what he wanted, 
he had always set out doggedly for his goal, de- 
Now he 
made up his mind that he had found the girl 


termined, sooner or later, to reach it. 


he wanted to be his wife. 

He had secured an upward revision of his con- 
tract with the Titan company. His income was 
larger, by a respectable sum, than the profits of 
















“I BEG YOUR PARDON,” SAID LOREE, HALF LAUGHING. THEN HE HEARD A SOB. BUT THE ATTRACTIVE GIRL 


PULLED HERSELF TOGETHER GALLANTLY AND FLASHED A SMILE THROUGH HER WET EYES. 
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the wholesale business in St. Louis, and, though 
he saved a good portion of his salary, he lived 
in a good deal of comfort, in an apartment hotel. 
He had an automobile of his own, and took a 
great deal of pleasure in driving it. And, for 
the first time, he was really glad he was earning 
good money. Before, he had thought little of 
his salary, except as it was a token of his rise 
3ut now, when he began to 
think of the things it could buy for Mary Burn- 


in his profession. 


side, he was glad. 

And then, just as he was beginning to think that 
he might dare to ask her to become his wife, 
he learned the secret reason of Lois Bertram’s 
trick. Going home, after his day’s work at 
the studio, one evening, he found a note from 
her. 

“I’m in great trouble,” she wrote. “Come to 
me at once. This is for your own sake as well 
as mine.” 

He pondered long over the note, kut he went, 
in the end. He felt that he could not refuse to 
go. He could see that she was greatly excited 
when he was shown up to her apartment. 

“Grant has found out about our trip to Green- 
ton, and that you came in here with me that 
said 


” 


night!” she 
“Has he? 
“What of it? 


“Can't you guess?” she asked. 


said Loree, not understanding. 
” 
“Don't you 
know what sort of evidence that would make in a 
Would anyone believe that we 
did nothing wrong?” 


> 


divorce case? 


He stared at her, aghast. 


“You mean that he—is going to sue you for 
divorce—because of that?” “Why— 
Haven’t you told him it was all 


he cried. 
it’s monstrous! 
an accident?” 
“I haven’t wasted my breath!” she said. “Listen 
' 


—there’s just one chance Grant says he’s still 


fond of me—I believe he is. He says that if you 
will marry me he will let me get a divorce in 
Reno. Otherwise—he'll sue me here—and it will 
all come out!” 

It was the look of triumph in her eyes that 
she could not quite conceal as she saw his dismay, 
that opened Loree’s eyes. He understood every- 
thing now—that she had planned the whole 
thing. 

‘That’s an absurd condition, of course,” he 
said quietly. “You don’t want to marry me—” 
ve done!” she 
ou to have such a thing 


“Loree—there’s nothing else to 
said. “It would ruin 
come out. It would look bad—wretched—” 

“Oh, you’re thinking of me now, are you?” 
he questioned. 

en 


“Of course!” she answered. 


“I’m sorry, but I can’t do it,” he said. “I—" 
“There’s another woman!” she flashed, spring- 
ing to her feet. “ t’s that little Burnside—” 
“Stop!” he said angrily. “I won’t consent to 
anything of the sort. My reasons don’t matter—” 
“You think I don’t mean it!” she 
“But I do—I do—!” 
He took up his hat and looked grimly at her. 
“T’ll have to risk that,” he said 
He opened the door—and faced Grant Richards. 


(To be concluded) 


screamed. 





Where Slang Was Unfortunate 


ITTLE DAN CUPID has been working overtime at the several studios in and arornd Los 


Angeles the past few months, and many good 
of the happy couples 
J. Barney Sherry is telling this one, and 
it happened. 


The bride was overwhelmingly pleased with the 


was always so encouraging and so kind in making 


S 


mistake when guests were present. 


tinued indefinitely had she not inadvertently made 


“Barney 


y excuses, if 


This same opi 


stories are going the rounds, told at the expense 
” should know, for he says he was present when 


progress she was making in cooking, and hubby 


1 


by any chance she did make a little 


nion of her forbearing husband might have con- 


use of a bit of slang. Noticing that Joe was a 


trifle downcast when the dinner was about half over, she exclaimed gaily 


“Toe, the worst is yet to come!” 


Her husband glanced up quickly, and with a despairing glance inquired, “What! Hazel. have you 


made a pie?”’ 


6 oe, we le 
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By Pearl Gaddis 
quite gay down 


for with the ar- 


EKALLY, we are getting 
here in our winter colony, 


rival of Sydney Olcott and his famous 
coterie of players, things have livened up decid- 
edly. We now have Lubin, Kalem, Edison, and 
Olcott ympany. Mr. Olcott, formerly a direc- 
tor \ Kalem,—director of the traveling Ka- 
lem, I should say,—later joined Gene Gauntier’s 
( ul but has finally decided to paddle his 
own Ca hence his own company, which is 
releasing three-reel pictures under the W arner’s 
Features brand. During his short time here, Mr. 
Olcott has produced three of his three-reel plays, 
and that’s going some! 


D [ID you notice those ridiculously funny loca 
tions and characters in Edison’s “On the 
Line,” a comedy by Epes Winthrop Sar- 

gent? I have Carlton King’s word for it that 
train used in this play is the only one of 
kind in the whole entire state of Florida. 
And he ought to know, for in his own words, “I 
lug it three weeks, but it 


Ip myself. Took me 
Yes, wasn’t it? 
HOLLISTER, of 


1 
beaulilul 


the Kalem, is more 


han ever and is doing some of the 


est wo! her career. In a recent picture, she 
illowed herself to be tossed from the third story 
of a burning road-house, in order to get realism 

r latest picture, “The Bridge.” What? Was 
it a real fire? Well, just ask Jerry Austin, who 
vas verely burned in pulling Miss Hollister 
from the flames. Director Vignola says that 

is no stunt too dangerous for Miss Hol- 
lister to perform, when she sets her head to it. 
itovely Alice usually gets what she wants, for 
he certainly knows how to go after it. “The 
Bridge” is a wonderful piece of photography, 
nd is worth going many miles to see. 


McKEE, 


quite 


Lubin’s good-looking 


popular among the girls 


R \YMOND 


median, is 


f Riverside. They say he’s the greatest ever, 
and he certainly has made good with a rush. 
But they do say that he has only eyes for pretty 


Frances Ne Moyer. Good taste, 


Raymond, my 
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bug” 
from California, to 








the rumor that the “love 
has extended his malignant 
Florida. Tom 
is the first victim, 
vaudeville 


now comes 
influence 
Moore, deb 
and Verna 
dancer who has 
been working with Kalem for a short time, in 
some special pictures, is the object of “Darling 
Tom’s” Their engagement has been 
good luck and congratula- 
Tom and Verna! 


onair Kalem lead, 


Mersereau, clever 


adoration. 
announced. Here’s 


tions, 


Hollister has 
“love bug,” but she 
When 

dark 


S' JMEBODY hints that Alice 
also been attacked by the 
refuses either to deny, or affirm the hint. 
shook her 
a twinkle in her lovely 


questioned about it, she merely 


curls, with brown eyes, 


and remarked upon the weather! 


Y' JU want to watch out for Carlton King, 
(Edison) in “Lo, the Poor Indian,” written 
by himself. They say that it is the funniest 


thing ever done in South Jacksonville, and that 


it even made Director C. Jay Williams laugh! 
the recent ball given by honor 


AT 
of the Pathé, omp: 


the rivalry among the actresses present for the 
position 


Edison in 
Kalem and Lubin c nies, 
as Queen of Beauty was intense, though 

Luckily, there were no 
if there had been, the task 
even an Indian’s hair turn gray, 


judges 
would 
for 


very friendly. 
elected, and 
have made 
the 
candidates for the honor were 
Hollister, Helen Lindroth, 
Herbert, Mabel 
Elsie McLeod, 
of loveliness to delight the eye. 


filmdom who were 
Alice Joyce Alice 
Lillian Wiggins, Lillian 
Trunnelle, Courtot, 
and many others who were visions 
Isn’t it a pity 
that a movie camera was not handy to give the 


among shining lights of 


Marguerite 


scene to the faithful fans! 


ERNA MERSEREAU is a late arrival at 
the Kalem Studio, and has been engaged, 
with Director Vignola, in some special pictures 


that destined to make film Miss 
Mersereau is a little beauty, besides being a won- 
derfully talented dancer. The pictures in which 
she appears are “The Dance of Death,” an 
Hawaiian story, in which she does the world- 
famous dance of this name; “The Vulture,” in 
which she does an Egyptian dance. 


are history. 
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E Yer EDISON STUDIO, over in South Jack- 

sonville, is being dra wed in deep mourning. 
Cause why? ‘Cause Mabel Trunnelle and her 
good-looking and popular husband have gone 
away with Director Ridgely. And everybody 


On with the sob stuff! 


VW ENT over to the Edison 
which as a cold, bl 


was a cok wy day, and as I 


tudio yesterday, 


ilked across a vacant lot, to the Studio, I was 
azed to see a dignified-looking middle-aged 
in dashing toward me with a kite in his 
ind. He was met by a ung chap, whose face 


J 
well known to picture-lovers the world over— 
\rthur Housman. I then recognized the other 
gentleman as William Wadsworth. The _ kite 
ever has struck the Edison company, in its most 

ite form, and now, in the evening, you are 
them say, “Well, fellows, if it’s 
windy to-morrow, we won't take pictures; we'll 


K1TeS. Sic transit gioria: 


~. ead pretty Alice Joyce downtown recently, 
] a1 


and she told me, sotto voce, d all that sort 


wardrobe, and she says that some of the gowns 


dreams! I had a private peep at one which 
is just arrived, and believe me, it’s a peach. I 
ive dreamed of nothing else since. Moral: 


keep your eye on Alice Joyce and the Revolv- 


M \NAGER MASON, of the handsome new 


Mason Hotel, recently proved that his 


; 
art was in the right place by giving a per- 


tectly lovely dinner-dance to the more prominent 
members of the “Movie” worlc, who are here for 

winter. A lovely course-dinner was served, 
with dancing between evi two courses, of 
‘ourse, as well as after the dinner. “A right 


d time was had by all.” Three cheers and a 
tiger for Mr. Mason! 


T’D ’ 1 1 ¢ “4 ; 
UBIN certainly loves those fat men! Their 
t] F Wal 


newest answers to the name of Walter Har 


e, and he tips the scales at ——— (fill in the 
gures elf after seeing hi He won't let 
and he bears a striking resemblance tu Key- 


Arbuckle. 


tones “lusty young infant,” Roscoe 


, the say (whisper it gently, oh my 
riend!) that Walter has an over-weening fond- 
ness for a flirtation with a pretty girl. How per 


tectly shocking! 


Vi \BEL TRUNNELLE has at last joined the 
A ranks of scenario writers, her first being a 
dramatization of Janet Gilder’s well-known book, 
“A Son of the Mountains.’ 


Edison has already 


released two of this author’s most popular books, 
“Joyce of the Northwoods,’ and “Janet of the 
Dunes.” Miss Trunnelle expects to produce “A 
Son of the Mountains” in Nashville, the Weather 


Man and the elements permitting. 


LICE WASHBURN over at the Edison 
Studio says that she had the time of her 
life when Director C. Jay Williams took the 
company down to Dupont, Florida, to make 
“On the Lazy Line.” Every! 
and loves Miss Washburn. I have met her, and 


scenes of ody knows 


I am “hern.” 


ARGUERITE COURTOT, the sixteen-year- 

old Kalem lead, is pretty that she keeps 
the boys of Jacksonville, those of them who are 
lucky enough to know her, on their heads half 
the time and she rules them with a dainty 
coquetry that is irresistible. 


M** HOTELEY is so popular and so well 
lik j +h + feaniwAt = ae 


iked down here that she frequently has to 
make a bit 


of a speech, when she is thoughtless enough to 


rise and bow, and sometimes even to 
sit in a box at the theater. But she has grown 
wise now, and always takes an orchestra seat, 


where she can see without being seen, which is 


what she goes for. 


| <saetetaas VELY, it is getting dangerous on the 


+ f ~] ’ ; Wha if ¢ lic - 
streets of Jacksonville. Why, if a policeman 

, ¢ 19 } . - « omtat > tales v1 . L, a 
saw a murder or a robbery taking place, he would 
either look on with a grin, or else turn a bored 


glance away for fear of disturbing the taking 
of a scene for the 


a of the most appealing pictures yet made 
i Jacks Vi i I i i ; t ¢ 


onville is 1 Ww in Pp! ess or con 


struction at the Kalem Studio, under the title 


of “The Treasure Ship.” In it, Alice Hollister, 
begins, in the first part as a child of thirteen, and 
grows up with the picture, ending with her at 
the age of eighteen. And she looks every one of 


the parts, too. She is SOME actress, is that little 
lagly ! 

ND now comes a rumor that Kalem, Edison, 
Lubin and Sydney Olcott are planning to 


stay all summer. Oh, if they only will! Here’s 


hoping! 


> homens LINDROTH, Kalem character wo- 
man, and one of the best-loved women 
at the Studio, is doing some wonderfully clever 
work this winter. See her as the society matron 
in “The 
“The Treasure Ship” ad you'll agree with me 


3ridge,” then as the dying mother in 
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RETTY ELSIE McLEOD gave her many 

admirers as well as her director and herself 
a great surprise, when she played the Indian girl 
in “The Silent Death,” made down at St. Au- 
gustine. In spite of her blonde beauty, which 
makes her look as un-Indian as possible, she 
donned a wig and an Indian costume, and played 
the part to perfection. ’Ray for Elsie! 


ARRY MILLARDE, of the Kalem, con- 

tinues to be a perfect villain in reel life, 
and a charming chap in real life. Really, Harry 
is incorrigible. If he isn’t making love to some 
other man’s wife, he is gambling away the firm’s 
money, but the director makes him do it. At 
heart, Harry is meek as a lamb, and an all-around 
good fellow 








DISON has been utilizing some of the won- 

derful semi-tropical scenes around Ocala, 
Florida, making a river picture, using an old- 
fashioned river boat. Miss Trunnelle writes that 
they are having a lovely time, even though they 
have only been able to work one-half day out 
of the five days spent down there. The Weather 
Man seems to have a grudge against Motion 
Pictures this winter. 


ARLTON KING has just received a letter 

from Slough, England, from an old friend 
whom he hasn’t seen for years. The friend had 
lost track of Carlton, until he saw him in a pic 
ture and recognized him. Mr. King wrote to his 
former friend and the old friendship has been 
renewed. 
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By Richard Willis 
[ILLIAM D. TAYLOR, of the Vita- 


graph, is doing notable work for the 

Western Vitagraph where his fine fig- 
ure and strong expressive face stand him in good 
stead. He is at present playing the title role in 
Captain Alvarez,” opposite clever Edith Storey. 
The photoplay is by H. S. Sheldon, who wrote 
Salvation Nell,” and is in five reels. The action 
takes place in the Argentine some fifty-five years 
ack 


| heateade MONTGOMERY has completed a 

strong Western drama, “Rex, the Spider.” 
Mona Darkfeather takes the lead, and the only 
woman’s part in the play. Charles Bartlett plays 
the heavy role and Rex Downs the male lead. 
“Indian Monty,” as Frank is called in Los 
Angeles, is now putting on an Indian play, en- 
titled “A Matter of Courage,” starring Mona 
Darkf .ather in one of her famous Indian maiden 
parts 


ARRY POLLARD, director of the “Reauty” 

brand of pictures, who also plays the leads 
opposite Margarita Fischer, is possessed of great 
strength, and in “Bess, the Outcast” had a fight 
with a cowboy who was represented by a good, 
husky specimen of humanity. Mr. Pollard told 
the man to “make it real” and the result was a 

















struggle in which both men got quite serious, 
and Harry knocked his opponent clean out of the 
picture, and it had to be retaken. The cowboy 
muttered to Joe Harris, “leading man! nit, he’s a 
blooming prize fighter.” 


ESS MEREDYTH has left the “Interna- 

vole to join the big “U.” She will be seen 
in some of the special Gold Seal pictures, al- 
though her position has not yet been allotted. 
To commemorate the change she sold a three-reel 
scenario called “The Web of Circumstances,” 
which will be produced by Allen Dwan in the 
near future. Miss Meredyth was with the Uni- 
versal once before and received a warm welcome. 


DNA MAISON is scoring heavily with pro- 

ducer Otis Turner in parts very much suited 
to her. She recently acted in two photoplays at 
the same time, and the time she was not acting 
she was changing, but one never gets a whimper 
from Edna. In one play her hair was curly and 
in the other she wore it straight or as straight 
as she could get her rebellious locks, for Miss 
Maison hates wigs as much as Otis Turner does. 
Mr. Turner said to her the other day, “Why isn’t 
your hair smooth instead of curly?” Edna 
laughed and replied, “I am afraid you must speak 
to the person I inherit it from. My mother likes 
my hair and I find it quite useful myself.” 
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‘es Famous Players company, under Mr. E. 
S. Porter, are at present at Dee Mar, where 
Mary Pickford is again being featured. Harold 
Lockwood, who is playing opposite, writes that 
they are working hard and that he is enjoying it 
immensely. Harold repeats what so many others 
have said, “E. S. Porter is one great director 
and has the ability to get the best there is in an 
actor out of him.” Harold Lockwood possesses 
a most engaging personality which “gets over” on 
the screen, and his mail is constantly growing— 


a sure sign of popularity. 


LEO MADISON, the beautiful and accom 

plished actress who has made such a strong 
impression upon the photoplaying public, now 
leads her own company at the Universal. Her 
remarkable rise in pictures is but an echo of her 
work upon the legitimate stage, which she de- 
serted for the screen whilst at the height of her 
popularity. An artist to her finger tips and pos- 
sessed of exceptional beauty, Cleo Madison ap- 
peared in one picture and her future was as- 
sured. She appeared with Dave Hartford in a 
series of Western photoplays and was then chosen 
to play opposite J. Warren Kerrigan. With a 
splendid supporting company, which includes Ray 
Gallagher, Ed Alexander, Beatrice Van and Ray 
Hanford, Miss Madison is acting under the di 
rection of Wilfred Lucas, who was for three 
years with the Biograph and who is one of the 
best known actors and directors in motion pic- 
ture:. 


RANCIS FORD has started upon the first 

photoplay in the big serial, “Lucille Love, the 
Woman of Mystery,” for which the scénic artists 
and carpenters have been working for the past 
few weeks. Several mechanicians have been 
added and placed at Mr. Ford’s command to in- 
sure smooth working. Grace Cunard has some 
wonderful new gowns for her part of “Lucille,” 
and the change from her recent impersonations 
of a female Raffles to a vivacious Ingenue is quite 
startling, and she is bewitchingly pretty. 


5 ree GLAUM has fully recovered from 

her recent accident to the relief of all who 
know her. The faces of all her many friends 
fell when they heard she had been injured in a 
fall while acting opposite Universal Ike, for 
Louise is such a delightfully unaffected girl, who 
always kas a cheerful smile and a kindly word 
for everybody. In the next play put on by Harry 
Edwards, Miss Glaum plays the part of a school- 
marm, a pretty one, who has her hands full with 
the troublesome schoolboy, Universal Ike. It is 


bound to be funny. 


Sate KING continues to produce some 

especially fine pictures under the “Usona”’ 
brand. These pictures will make quite a stir 
when they are released, both from their excel 
lent direction and because of the acting and the 


carefully selected stories. 


J FARRELL MACDONALD has resigned 
* from his position of director with the J. 
Warren Kerrigan company and is not yet pre- 
pared to announce his plans. Joseph De Grasse 
will now produce the photoplays in which J. War- 
ren Kerrigan appears. 


ARLYLE BLACKWELL'S tailor said the 

other day: “It’s curious how many actors 
and business men come in and, after looking 
around, say to me, ‘What is Carlyle Blackwell 
wearing or ordering?’ It is quite embarrassing 
at times for I do not care to tell one client what 
another has, and I have to get around it some- 
how.” Carlyle is credited with being one of the 
best dressed men in the profession and possesses 
an enormous wardrobe 


praveins BUSH has been in motion pictures 

for three years and celebrated her “cinema 
birthday” by treating herself to some beautiful 
new gowns. Miss Bush commands attention from 
her very earnestness and her ambition. She 
states herself that her health has improved won- 
derfully during her out-of-door picture career 
and that it is affecting her work advantageously. 
There was a time when she felt she was destined 
for serious and more or less sad parts, but the 
joy of living possesses her and she feels she can 
now take “happy” roles and play them in the 
right spirit. Here is a conscientious artist who 
owns to the debt she owes to motion pictures. 
Good for her. 


A GOOD story is going the rounds with the 

joke on one of the Western Essanay’s ac- 
tors, whose name we will in mercy withhold. 
Suffice it to say that he is not strong on certain 
phrases familiar to others who are not mere ac- 
tors. This party was observed passing a well- 
known cafe in San Francisco with a lady friend. 
The proprietor of the cafe, which is notorious 
for the good times it gives its patrons, saw the 
Essanay actor and his partner and rushed to 
the door. “Come on inside,” he urged. The 
actor hesitated, looking at his fair companion in 
some doubt. “Bring her in, too,” said the pro- 
prietor, with cordial hospitality in his tones; 
“She’s a Bohemian, ain’t she?” “Well, no. I 
don’t think so,” said the Essanay man; “I think 
she’s either a Swede or a Norwegian.” 
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A Message to Would-be Photoplayers 


By Arthur V. Johnson 


Eprtror’s Nore—Arthur V. Johnson, the actor-director of Lubin pictures—the ones which, in the 


last two 


aspirant for screen honors. 


years, have helped make history in the photoplay world—has a message to give to the 
He wants to give it fairly and squarely. 


It takes more than just a 


pretty face or a manly form to serve as qualification for the big work of producing screen results 


He knows just what kind of road that of “making 


He gives it to you giadl 


who have real talent and real ambition will find in it the inspiration you need. To 
want to become a picture actor or actress because you think the money 1 


be an insptration—it will help you save some 


Vr. Johnson talks from a big experience. 

pictures” is, and if you want his say-so on the subject, here it is. 
Those of you 

you thers, you who 

plentiful and the hours easy, to you st will also 

time that you may be able to make valuable otherwise 


To you who ask how to become a screen player 
it would be 
“Desist!” but that solitary word would give you 


very easy to say just one word— 


no satisfaction, no help, and would be a flippant 
answer to a serious question. Also, if you have 
real determination it would not hinder you from 


following your desire. And so I want to set down 


facts: from them you must get your own answer. 
The Biograph company gave me my opening 
seven years ago, at a time when there were com- 


paratively few people acting before the camera. 


I was fortunate in many respects: I was an 
actor of fourteen years’ experience; I learned 
the difficulties of the voiceless drama under a 


masterly director, and the hold of the photoplay 
upon the public was just beginning. The combi- 
nation of these advantages could not be dupli- 
cated to-day, when there are hundreds of compe- 
tent players to be seen on the screen, each with 
record of film successes to his credit; 
of each 


itself to surpass its rivals with tremendous fea- 


a long 


scores producing companies, exerting 


ture photoplays. 

To-day there is but one beginning possible for 
the inexperienced aspirant to make, and that is 
To get that chance he must apply 
the 
employs people for the company he means to try 


as an “extra.” 


in person to studio manager or whoever 


to enter. If his appearance is satisfactory, or if 
he is of a type desired at the moment, he is en- 
gaged. 

Usually this is done without any guarantee of 
being paid for each day one’s 
And it has been known to 
happen that an attendance at a studio from nine 


salary, beyond 


services are needed. 


o’clock in the morning to five in the afternoon 
each day for two weeks resulted in a check for 
three dollars—just the one day the extra worked. 

This method does not obtain everywhere. At 
to report in the 
morning, with the remainder of the day free, if 
not Nevertheless, it only goes to show 
that it is a precarious way of earning one’s liv- 
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some places one is required 


needed. 


ing—if it can be said to reach that dignity. 

It is comparatively easy for the real actor to 
show what he can do, but the opportunity does 
not soon come to the novice. He must be con 
tent to work in street crowds, as one of many 
spectators—in 
are used collectively. 


guests, or fact, wherever people 
Even the chance to be a 
servant does not soon come to the extra, for it 
usually goes to the regular player of small parts 
It is anly by constant, alert attention and consci- 
entious endeavor that the extra can find a chance 
to raise himself above the hundreds about him. 
Yet it can be done, and it is done time and time 
again. Once the worker’s talent is noticed by 
a director he is likely to be in demand. From 
there he becomes a player of small parts—of bits 
—and, if everything is favorable, he rises as far 
as his ability will carry him. 

It is rather superfluous just now to go into the 
details of acting before the camera. The initial 
plunge and how to make it I assume to be of 
greater importance. Often I have been asked my 
opinion of schools which aim to prepare the 
novice for the studio, but I doubt the wisdom of 
such teaching. Without that training which can 
only be gained from constant acting, the be- 
ginner has to start at the bottom, so why waste 
time trying to acquire knowledge which can only 
be acquired by actual contact? 

The field is overcrowded, just as there are said 
to be surplus thousands trying to make a start 
on the stage. That fact has never daunted the 
genuinely earnest, talented striving 
toward any goal. Photoplay ‘s hard, exacting, un- 
certain. Success in it means much and brings 
unquestionable rewards. If you must follow 
this lure, resolve at the outset to add to the pro- 
fession by the cultivation of a high standard of 
personal conduct at all times; the ability to shut 
your eyes and paralyze your tong .o all that 
does not approach that standard in others; and 
respect for the work that :: giving you a living. 

lt if your duty. 


worker in 
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The Demand for Photoplays 


A Conservative Analysis of the Actual Situation 


VER ONE HUNDRED AND FIFTY new 


hown in the mov- 


photoplays a week are s 
ing-picture theaters of this country alone—over 
six hundred a month—etght thousand a -year. 

This is the demand. 

Eight Thousand a Year! 

Where are they coming from? 

The old masters of literature have giver. their 
best; the new writers are laboring at top speed— 
and still the demand grows! 

Where are they coming from—except from 
the minds and experiences and imaginations of 
people in general. True, many will be produced 
by those already in the game. But even though 
they turn out guantity at such a pace as to hurt 
their quality, the demand, the crying need for 
new and better photoplays is far greater than 
the supply, and still growing. 

The mouthpiece of one of the greatest film- 
producing companies direct from the studios 
says editorially: “We venture to say that not 
one of the well-known studios will reject any 
scenarios which have the requisite acting possi- 
bilities. They can’t afford to reject them. It is 
becoming increasingly difficult to get sufficient 
good material to meet the overwhelming increase 
in public demand. There never was a better 
opportunity than exists to-day for disposing of 
really actable scenarios for photoplays.” Some 
directors even forecast an actual famine of ideas. 

Again quoting from the above-mentioned 
editorial : 

“The average movie audience wants reality— 
it wants real human life in all its phases—above 
all, it wants action.” 

Now, think ov-: your experiences and those 
of your friends—there’s action—there’s pathos, 
there’s comedy—there’s punch, there’s the appeal 
of real human existence—in fact, there’s a po- 
tential photoplay in hundreds of incidents right 
in your own circle. You use your eyes, and your 
head—and the experiences of others if need be. 

Of course, there’s a certain technique nece 
sary. But that part is easy when explained. 

In his new book, “How to Write a Photoplay,” 
A. W. Thomas, editor of PHotopray MaGazine, 
makes the scenario a clear and simple proposi 
tion. He offers you his vast experience. 


10 e « 


Mr. Thomas, himself a most successful! phot 
playwright, is a thorough master of his subject. 
He has given its presentation much careful 
study, extending over a period of four years. 
His experiences, first, as an independent critic, 
then as editor-in-chief of the Photoplay Clearing 
House in New York, and later in his present ca- 
pacity of Editor of the “Photoplaywrights’ Asso- 
ciation of America” and Editor of PHotopLay 
MAGAZINE, have enabled him to appreciate what 
the unskilled writers need, and shown him how 
to “get over’ to them the information they re 
quire in order to write their every-day expert 
ences into photoplay form—and then sel! them. 

Mr. Thomas’ book is the first popular text- 
book ever written on this subject. It is not 
merely a technical analysis, such as previous 
works have been—and you do not need previous 
experience, either in writing or in photoplay 
construction, to understand it and profit by it. 
It begins at the beginning with you. The same 
can be said of no other photoplay instruction 
book on the market. 

But it is impossible to convey in this limited 
space more than a faint idea of the help this 
new book will be in the preparation of a be- 
ginner’s plays. Not only will its first reading 
open up a new world of pleasurable and money- 
making activities, but it will also prove an in- 
valuable companion and guide in the adapting of 
any situation to the accepied and requisite photo- 
play form that will interest the buyer. 

We suggest that you open up the “acres of 
diamonds” at your feet. Begin by making notes 
of all strange and unusual experiences that come 
to you from now on. They are potential photo- 
plays, or can be used in connection therewith. 
And, meanwhile, send a postal-card for the 
“Photoplay Book Bulletin,” which not only sets 
forth a complete analysis of the contents of Mr. 
Thomas’ new text-book, but gives as well the 
first chapter of the book itself. 

“Photoplay Book 


Just say Rulletin,” and sign 


your name and address, and the descriptive bul- 
letin and Chapter I of the new book itself will 
be sent you by return mail without cost or obli- 
gation. A postal will bring it. 

\ddress your card to 


CLOUD PUBLISHING COMPANY 


1100 Hartford Bldg. 


Chicago, Illinois 
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A REAL ADVENTURE OF KATHLYN 
By Kathlyn Williams (Selig) 


HERE have been dangerous. ept- 

sodes in my life as a film actress, 

ut none ‘approached my_ experi- 

ence with the herd of elephants at the Selig 
Zoo, either in the proximity of fatal results 
or surging emotions [ was a passenger on 
one of the animals when the entire aggre- 
gation stampeded It was but a short time 
L Mr. Thomas Santschi and I were prin- 
cipals in the scene where the animals were 
used. Both were on one elephant ready for 
the supposed journey. Then Anna May, our 
baby elephant, which had been left in the 
trumpeted and squealed. It must have 

been an S. O. S. message so far as the herd 
wa ymncerned. With e accord the six ele- 
pha gathered in a circle, put their heads 


ide the queerest noises imagin- 


r started on a terrific run, 
followed by the rest. Our animal was second 
in line 

Straight for the distant barn they ran. An 
or d of heavy trees intervened, but the 
her ired nothing for these obstructions. 
Making straight for the trees, they scurried 
with amazing speed. Animal men with hooks, 
extra men and others ran into the scene anc 
clubbed the stampeding brutes. They might 
as well have tried t top a cyclone 

My feelings were far from being well de- 
fined One thing I realized—that the trees 
thead surely would scrape us off under the 
he the following elephants. And scrape 
off they did But one man in that panic- 
stricken crowd had realized the danger of our 
osition in the line and was responsible for 
ur escape. He was Curley—I wish I knew 
} ther nam With plying hook and all 
the command of voice possible, he began 
vorking our elephant to the rear from the 
very outset. He accomplished this most diffi- 
cult task just as Mr. Santschi and myself went 


118 


j 


sat ): 


> 7 7 
I robal ly one of the reasons Wwiy t} 
danger and excite 


f 


( 


| 


> “movies” have such a grip upon popu- 
which are portrayed are real and not simu- 
taken at random from the experiences 


l¢ 


) ZL 


ing, 


r ow 





flying to the ground, safe from thundering 
heels, while the herd continued through a high 
fence to the barn and Anna May. We were 
well shaken up, but not seriously injured, con- 
tinuing to work the remainder of the day. But 
I wasted no more money on peanuts and oranges 
for those elephants afterward. 


AN ADVENTURE AT SING SING 
Carey Lee (Reliance) 


While taking an exterior scene of Sing Sing 
Prison at Ossining, N. Y., the camera had been 
set up when Edgar Lewis (the director) sent 
to ask the courtesy of the Warden. The di- 
rector’s assistant returned to tell us we were 
refused permission, whereupon he was quickly 
dispatched to keep the entertained 
while we took the scene. Without rehearsal 
the scene was taken; when the cuards realized 
what had occurred, they pursued us up the 
hill. We fell into the waiting car and were 
off. The scene proved to be one of the best 
in the picture “For the Love of a Man,” writ- 
ten by myself. 


guards 


That was the nearest I ever 
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‘Read this letter—— 


PHOTOPLAY MAGAZINE, 
Chicago, Ill. 
Gentlemen: 

Enclosed please find fifteen cents in 
stamps for which you will kindly forward 
me, by return mail, a copy of your March 
edition. Your magazine is so popular down 
here that it is impossible to get it a week 
after it goes on sale, as all the stands 
are sold out. But it's worth all the 
trouble I have to go to, to get it. 

Wishing you success and prosperity, I 
wish to remain, 

Most sincerely yours, 


Now read our answer—— 


* 


Dear Madam: 

Acknowledging your favor of March 14th, 
we are at once sending you a copy of March 
Photoplay Magazine. 

Any month you may find Photoplay 
Magazine all sold out at the newsdealers-- 
and just the very month you particularly 
wanted to read it. 

Why not make sure of getting it at your 
home promptly every month, and at the 
lowest price? You can do this by subscrib- 
ing for it by the year. Subscription price 
for one year (12 monthly issues) is $1.50. 

Yours very truly, 


PHOTOPLAY MAGAZINE 
1100 Hartford Building, Chicago 
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came to going 
that Mr. 


mission to 


to jail, but I always suspected 


Lewis knew we would be refused per- 


use Sing Sing. 

Ranch at 
the Reliance Company, I 
knife thrust Letween my 
refusing to marry Little Chief 
of the Ponka tribe. 
him in tim 


While on the Miller Brothers’ 10; 
Bliss, Okla., for 


neal ly received a 


shoulders for 
One of the cowboys saw 
e, happily for me, and the hazing 
that poor Indian received was pitiful. 


LASHED TO A 


Louise Fazenda (Joker) 


SPAR 


My most exciting experience in the manu- 
facture of filmed stories was ‘ast June. I was 
lashed to a floating spar in a sea story, and 
the boat which was chartered to stand by and 
release me at the end of the scene capsized, 
negligence of a green hand, who 
overturned it. There was no rope, ladder or 
knife available, and all efforts to untie the 
rope that only tangled it worse in 
the excitement of the rushing tide. By the 
time that a hand ax was procured ashore | 
but, the 


a pulmotor in their equipment, I 


due to the 
bound me 


was exhausted, thanks to life guards 
was 
results. 


serious 


DEATH AT EVERY TURNING 
By Jean Darnell (Thanhouser) 


Gladiatorial combats in the Roman arena 


were, undoubtedly, thrilling, but they never 
actor's life and 
thrills. My career 
thrill after another—every one 
raising affair. 


When 


eclipsed a 
/ 


moving-picture 


death chances to obtain 
has been one 
a hair- 


Thanhouser produced “Carmen,” I 


played Cigaret in the cast, and had to go into 


a real Mexican arena and make love to a mata- 
dore. I had just singled out my lover when 
an infuriated bull singled me out and made 
a rush, head down and bellowing. It looked 
like the end, but in my panic I turned a queer 
somersault over the fence just as the bull 


truck it a few inches below my finger tips 


There were Roman thrills all through this 
film. In the fight scene, where I had a dagger 
fight with Carmen, I lunged at Marguerite 
Snow. She was supposed to catch my arm, 


but failed, and I sliced her arm from elbow to 
wrist. We washed the blood off, bound it in 
court plaster and went on with the play. 

In “Forest I was cast in the part of 
the sup- 


Re yse”’ 


a young mother whom Indians were 


posed to murder, scalp and drag from a cabin. 
Harry Marx, the Indian chief, did the heavy 
When he broke into the cabix he seemed 


Part. 


“MY MOST EXCITING EXPERIENCE” 


to forget that I was a regular human being, 
and came at me with a vengeance, grabbed 
me by the hair, dragged me and whacked me 
on the head, and almost fractured my skull. 
The camera man had to stop until I recovered. 
Then the Indians dragged me into the yard, 
set fire to the house, and in the war dance 
that they almost trampled 
life. 

In another picture I led a wild cavalry 
charge straight at a camera operator. I was 
almost racing when my horse stumbled, and 
there a hundred horsemen 
behind. You can imagine my feelings 
3ut I made a desperate effort and 
pulled my horse to his feet. 


followed out my 


were thundering 
cl se 
perhaps. 


After the charge 





I slipped from the horse, and was carried 
back to my hotel a physical wreck. 

While off duty I have enjoyed some hair- 
raising thrills. One day Florence La Badie 
and I were endeavoring to keep up eur repu- 
tation for gameness. We were driving a high- 
powered racing car and every time we came to 
a “copless” corner, we turned the thing loose. 
The houses and streets fairly streaked by, and 
it’s a wonder we did not wind up in an un- 
recognizavle tangle. Then Florence dared me 
to drive into the traffic-filled streets. I steered 
right up Broadway. I put on as much speed 
as I dared, and the car swerved, slid, and shot 
through the traffic like a snake. Not only was 
our escape miraculous, but also that of the 
other drivers. I was white with fear. Finally 
a policeman stopped us. I “stalled” my en- 
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We Want Every Photoplay Lover To Start A 
Stamp Collection Now! 











The latest German craze, the ADVERTISING ART STAMP, has 


taken this country by storm. Men, women and children are now starting 
stamp collections. This fad will grow and we want to help you start your 
collection without any cost to you. 


So we are going to give you stamps on our wonderful six-ree/ 


production “SAMSON’’—FREE. 
THEY WILL NOT COST YOU ONE CENT. 
The “SAMSON” stamps are in FOUR BEAUTIFUL COLORS and 


are taken from the actual scenes of the play. 
They show Warren Kerrigan, the famous picture star, at his best. 


Here's how to get your stamps: 
CUT OUT THIS COUPON 


STAMP COUPON 


I want to see the wonderful UNIVERSAL six-reel pro- 
duction “SAMSON” at your theatre. 


This coupon will entitle me to one set of the “SAMSON” 
Art Stamps absolutely free of cost to me. 


NAME 

ADDRESS 

CITY _ 

This coupon is issued by the Universal Film Manufacturing Co 


Fill in your name and give it to the box office of your favorite theatre. 


The manager will give you a set of these art stamps FREE and tell you when 
you can see the greatest photoplay ever produced— 


“SAMSON” 


UNIVERSAL FILM MANUFACTURING COMPANY 
1600 Broadway CARL LAEMMLE, President NEW YORK, N. Y, 
‘‘Largest Film Manufacturing Concern In The Universe’’ 
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gine and tied up 2,000 automobiles and blocked 
traffic for twenty blocks. 
Another time, while dressed as bathing girls 


for a seashore picture, Florence spied a _ boat 
while we were lounging on the sand. We 
got into it and fell asleep. When we awoke 


we were right under a large sign that read: 


“Private Bathing Beach.” We had drifted 
across the bay with the tide and start:d to 
drift away from the beach toward the sea, 


and it was a hard task to row back to safety 


against the rushing tide. My nerves could not 


stand the continual strain. They went to 
pieces and for two months I was under a 
doctor’s care. But I would not lead another 


life. Every day there is a thri.. The more 


thrills the better I like it. 


IN OIL-FED FLAMES 
By Max Asher (Joker) 
nest of 


Sinking into a 


oil-soaked rags, 
after a two-story fall, is the nearest I ever 
came to death. It happened while work- 


ing in a Joker comedy production, “Love and 
Politics.” I was a rival of Mayor Harry Mc- 
Coy. My constituents and I were on a house- 


top throwing bricks to break up McCoy’s 
meeting. His party set fire to the house. The 
fire department was summoned and _ the 


streams of water knocked the actors from the 
roof. I 
heap of 


thrown on 


slipped and fell two stories into a 

rags. Wet blankets were 
and I was exceedingly for- 
tunate in escaping from the seething furnace 
with a_ bad my clothes almost 
burned off my back, my face and hands 
scorched and minor body burns. 


flaming 
me, 


shake-up, 


BURIED ALIVE! 
By Frank W. Smith (Universal) 
Asour A MONTH ago, King Baggot and I 
were working on a picture called “The Jarvis 
Case,’ during the progress of which it was nec- 
essary to dig a cave in a bank of clay. The cave 
was duly dug, but in the course of the action, 
while Mr. Baggot and I were inside, there came 
a crash and an hour afterwards we were dug out, 
unconscious—Mr. Baggot with sprained ankle and 
I with a couple of ribs crushed. This, I think, 
is about the most exciting experience I have had 
while working in pictures as yet. 


ALMOST ZERO IN DANGEROUS FEATS 
By William Garwood (Majestic) 
Y MOST EXCITING EXPERIENCE was 
in “With the Mounted Police,” a story writ- 
ten around an aqueduct in New York. During 


the construction of same I was tied hand and 
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foot with a sack over my head and supposed to 
float in the reservoir on the 10th of December, 
1912, with the temperature at 23 F.—nine below 
freezing point. The moment I struck the water 
I was unconscious. I was rescued by Mignon 
Anderson, 


NOTHING LEFT TO DO! 

By Wallace Reid (Rex) 

ECIDEDLY the most exciting experience in 

my picture career was my last appearance in 
a Reliance film called “A Race for Life.” Rod- 
man Law, the well-known “dare-devil” of the 
photoplay, was supposed to chase me in various 
conveyances—first, by horse vs. trolleys; then, 
train vs. motorcycle; then, hydroplane vs. motor 
boats (which I knew nothing about); a climb up 
the side of a board building (one of Mr. Law’s 
favorite amusements); a dive from the middle 
of a bridge into the Shrewsbury River, and a 
race between myself in a motor car and Mr. Law 
in an aeroplane, just above me—which ended 
with the aeroplane in a clover field with a broken 
cylinder head, and myself in a cornfield with an 
equally fractured disposition. only satisfac- 
tion I had was to watch Law pirachute 3,500 feet 
from the aeroplane. At least there were some 
things I didn’t have to do. It was surely a mov- 
ing week. 

HAD TO SWIM! 

By Allen Curtis (Joker) 

Y MOST EXCITING experience was when 

I was called upon to fall overboard from 
the deck of a ship into the ocean. I was not a 
swimmer, and being ashamed to acknowledge that 
fact, | determined to go through the stunt even 
though it would kill me. The action called for 
me to remain in the water several minutes so 
that they could take scenes of me struggling (for 
cutbacks), while the folks on board ship were 
discussing ways and means to rescue me. It be- 
ing a comedy, the idea was to get the laughs, 
showing them calling to me to keep up courage 
and that they would rescue me as soon as they 
could change their clothes to bathing suits. You 
can imagine my feelings when I struck the water 
with that fear of being drowned; and yet my 
nerves were keyed up to such a pitch that I 
unconsciously kept splashing around for about 
two minutes (at the time it seemed to me two 
hours) till they went through the scene of res- 
cuing me. When I came out I seemed to have 
a feeling of confidence that I never had before, 
and felt no fear of the water. 

The strange part of this experience is that it 
actually taught me how to swim, and I immedi- 
ately took to water like a fish and have been 
somewhat of a swimmer ever since. 
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Amateur Scenario Writers, Look! 


Will $250.00 CASH PRIZE! 


As announced in last month’s Photo- 





play Magazine, $250.00 in cash will 

be given for the best Scenario by a 

writer who has never sold a Scenario. 

° No competition with experienced authors. 
win Anyone who has sold a Scenario of his 


or her own writing cannot win this 
Contest even under an assumed name. 


this YOU stand an equal chance. 


Now is your opportunity to get a 
Scenario over—If you have never 


250 (0) written one, do it now. 

° Think of this reward— 
$250.00 Cash Prize. 

The Prize Scenario will be produced 


e : ; 
? in films by a leading film producer. 
riZe 4 The Scenario will be published in fic- 
tion story forminPhotoplay Magazine 
. : , 
—It’s worth trying for! 
TERMS.—1. This Contest is open only to those who have 
never sold a Scenario—anyone who has sold a Scenario 
. written by himself or herself is not eligible. 2. All Scenarios 
must be typewritten—one side of sheet only. 3. Scenarios 
must be in the office of Photoplay Magazine by June 15. 
* (Postage to cover return of Scenario after Contest has 


been decided must be enclosed if you want it back.) 


Contest Closes June 15, 1914 


Judges are Mrs. LUELLA O. PARSONS, Editor Essanay Co.; 
A. W. THOMAS, Editor Photoplay Magazine and Photoplaywrights’ 
Assn. of America; WM. LORD WRIGHT, Photoplay Editor 
Dramatic Mirror; JOHN M. PRIBYL, Editor Selig Co.; M. M. 
KATTERJOHN, Editor Universal Film Company. 


Write for full particulars. 
Address: Contest Editor, Photoplay Magazine, Chicago 
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Being Perfectly Frank and Fair 
HOUSANDS OF PERSONS watch the 
“movies” on the screen every day and 
night of the’ week; thousands get the 


idea that they, too, can write scenarios—pic- 
tures just as strong, virile and dramatic as 
those we see”—and yet such persons may be 
deluded into this thought by the fact that 
moving picture writing does seem easy. It is 
not as easy as some would have aspiring 
writers believe, and the correspondent, school 


or institution that is not capable of writing 
and selling its own stories is not sufficiently 
educated and experienced enough honestly to 
writers what to do, and their 

offered to people 
writing scenarios is 
those worthy of help, to 
capable of development, there are 
information 


advise inquiring 
steady encouragement 
incapable of 


wrong. To 


wholly 
grossly 
those 


places 


fully 

and 
the 

demand for photoplay 


where honest advice 


may be secured. Realizing enormous, 
soenarios 
this de- 


MAGAZINE, we 


fast-growing 
and 
partment < 


because of the growth of 


f the 


great 
PHOTOPLAY 


have been compelled to launch a magazine de- 
voted to scenario writers and studio matters 
in general, and in conjunction with this maga- 


Association of 
still further bene- 


zine and the Photoplaywrights’ 


America, we aim to be of 


fit to both new and old writers. We have 
been so candid and perfectly frank with our 
subscribers and inquirers and members of 


the Association that it has been appreciated; 
from an examination of a 
that he has 
talent to warrant his going on with the 


if we believe, 


writer’s manuscript not sufficient 
work, 
if we find merit 
help 
Rr it is frankness of 
We have not 


member, 


we say so; on the other yoni 


in a writer’s work, we courage him, 


him and develop him. 
this sort that pays in the end. 
yet 


found a disgruntled inquirer or 


subscriber: we have shown hundreds their 
rrors, mistakes, shortcomings and lack of 
dramatic plot; we have “set them right”; 


lozens of others we have frankly advised that, 
could never qualify 

scenario writers, and they “quit the game,” 
-ontented with the advice, knowing we had 


saved them dollars in postage and hours in 


in our estimation, they 
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weary preparation of 
About 80 per cent 
showed the writers 


impossible _ stories. 
of the stories submitted 
had talent for the work; 
all they needed was development in plot- 
building and photoplay technique. And the 
stories coming in show improvement; 
the Association and this department have 
worked hand in hand, and the reward is shown 
in the benefits derived by the writers, to 
which they testify in the hundreds of courte- 
ous, thankful letters we And 
thus will we continue, in this department, in 
the Association and in the PHotopLtay SCENA- 
RIO—to be candid, 
preciate the 
editors have 


now 


have received. 


frank and honest. We ap- 
the writers and 
results and 
the more willing to be of as much 

the thousands of writers and 
authors who have not yet joined our circle of 
information, criticism and aid to photoplay- 
wrights. 


confidence 
placed in us, show; 
we are all 
benefit to 


The Writing of Dream Pictures 


A COMMON FAULT WITH MANY 
writers is that, when they are unable 
to “put over” a plot in script form, they 


weave it into a dream effect; when the story is 


so strongly illogical as to be almost laughable, 
they introduce dreams to the 


carry story. 


Several years ago dreams were all right, but 
now—well, now scenario writers that are sell- 
ing plots do not resort to dreams. And 


dreams and visions should not be confused. 


Working Up a Reputation 

OW CAN I GET RECOGNITION? 

writes a southern scenario author, who 
has been able stories within the 
last few 3eing inexperienced, and 
elated over her first sale, this writer is just a 
trifle 
fectly 


to sell three 
weeks. 


overzealous, ambitious—which is 
natural, but the mistake 
that when a sale is 
is courteous and enough to 
a nice note to the author, the latter 
takes this to mean that she (or he) must im- 
mediately “grind out” all the latest ideas, put 
‘em into form and rush ’em off to the studio 
editor, and in a moment, as it were, 


per- 
writers 
and the 


new 
make is 
editor 


made, 
solicitous 
write 


expect 












recognition as a professional playwright. One 
may make the clock strike before the hour, 
but it will strike wrong; one may spread the 
lily apart before it’s ready to open, but its 
shape is ruined; one may pull the melon from 
the vine before it’s ripened, but its flavor is 
affected; one may dip to the bottom of the 
spring, but the water is riled. And so as there 
is a time for things of nature and life, so 
is there a psychological time in plot-making 
and selling. To be sure, to be successful, it 
requires patience, experience, a defined mo- 
tive and good judgment. 


Judging a Scenario’s Merits 

YOUNG CHICAGO STORY WRITER 

asked us the other day to read a scena- 
rio which he had written and sent to two 
studios, only to have it promptly returned, 
accompanied with the usual rejection slip— 
“Not available.” “But, I know it is a good 
story,” the author went on to explain, still 
holding the script in his hand. “The plot is 
original, and a couple of friends of mine tell 
me it should be ‘grabbed up’ by any live 
editor,” he continued. then he let us see it. 
We doubt if the editor at either studio read 
it. It was written on foolscap size paper, the 
synopsis was too long by 200 words, it was 
done hurriedly, and the most objectionable 
feature was the plot—dealing with an escaped 
convict, an idea that has been worked so many 
times it’s difficult to use even the word con- 
vict. It lacked action, interest; it possessed 
neither a crisis nor had a climax—it was sim- 
ply a story, a weak tale of an incident in a 
man’s life. With pathos woven into it, a love 
touch and heart interest, it would have sold, 
but it lacked them all. The studio editor is the 
better judge when the result lies between the 
author and editor. I¢’s all right to believe you 
have a “corkinge” good scenario, but don’t 
go too far in that belief. Be sure it is full of 
action, interest, a touch of pathos, a wisp of 
love, some suspense and a little complication, 
logical, a story with a plot and a real climax, 
not a tale of trifling incidents. The kind the 
studios want are being written, and more of 
them are demanded. 


Analyzing Photoplay Stories 


IZUALIZATION IS A THING UN- 

KNOWN to many writers, while there 
are others who appear to let it ruin their 
scenarios. We read a story the other day in 
which the author had vizualized three scenes 
into one, one interior and two exterior. The 
story was not analyzed or she would have un- 
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doubtedly seen the mistakes. In other scenes 
the author shifted a character from place to 
place, interior and exterior, without having 
him exit from each particular scene. No 
analysis was made as to the logical part of the 
scenario, and, of course, it came back from 
the producer. Analyze your scenarios before 
you send them out; be sure they are logical 
from cast to climax. 


The Copyright Idea Again 
N° ONE HAS THE RIGHT tto write a 


scenario from a copyrighted book or 
from a short story of a magazine. Neither 
is it fair for a writer to evolve his idea from 
copyrighted material, regardless of the fact 
that some screen productions appear to have 
been thus originated. As to adaptations, all 
the producers have staff writers to handle this 
class of work. If one is particularly inter- 
ested in some magazine story, and desirous 
of putting it into scenario form, the author’s 
consent should be obtained. There is good 
material yet to be found—in the street, the 
home, on the rivers, in the country, at a dance, 
in the hospitals, beside the sea, in the parks, 
here and there, everywhere—suggestions come 
from the most unexpected places, and oppor- 
tunities are at every writer’s side, waiting to 
be picked up. 


Word Pictures and Scenarios. 
ie IND DEWDROPS ADDED BEAUTY 


to the scene in crystal, as the morning sun 
rose from behind the horizon’s haze; here and 
there the roses and buds and bushes were as if 
begemmed with pendant rubies, and the maples on 
the ridge flamed with color. From valley and 
street came sounds of childish glee. In the cities 
tired men labored over melting-pots, but in all 
joy rustled beside each being. Old Sol smiled as 


'S 


he mounted higher and higher, until only an oc- 


casional soft-tinted blue thing in the skies sug- 
f 12 Then the whir of 


fluttering birds was heard, crispness began to 


gested a bar to a perfect day 


permeate the air of the afternoon closing; the 


Iden west, just 


sun was hanging low in the go 
tipping the brow of the far away hill. And the 
charm of the approaching night seemed as beau- 
teous and delightfully welcome as were the radi- 
ant rays of the brightest hours. Then a stillness 
came as a climax to work and pleasure and—but 
why go further? One might picture the sun’s 
journey across the continent, or tell of the mag- 
nificent autumn of the South and of the glories 
of the Golden Gate country, but that won't sell 
scenarios. Plot, idea, logical conception and a 


proper technique mean more in “photoplayphy.” 
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“HIGH 





Watch Our 


This Week, in the Ninth Reel of the Greatest 


Series of Motion Pictures Ever Produced, and See What 
a Perfectly Corking Time She Has with the Girls 
from that Broadway Musical Hit. 


“HIGH JINKS,” the Big 
Show that is Drawing 


Crowds to the CASINO 


The ENTIRE “HIGH JINKS’ COMPANY 
appears on the Screen, doing the Two Num- 
bers which have made the Piece such a Suc- 
cess! Also, Margaret, who is always right up 
to the minute in the latest fashions, goes to 
Hepner’s, the famous hair-dressing establishment, 
and is provided with one of those amazing new 
wigs, the latest Parisian Creation. 


OUR MUTUAL GIRL is an acknowledged favor- 
ite, so are all these other members of the MUTUAL 
family. For instance, those absolutely convulsing 
and inimitable masterpieces, “The Keystone Comedies.” 


ey MUTUAL FILM 
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JINKS” 


Mutual Girl 


We don’t mind admitting that some little recent changes will 
make them Better than Ever. Mack Sennett, the real pro- 
ducer of these International hits, is now playing the leading 
roles with Mabel Normand, as well as directing. Some pictures! 
Then we have the “Beauty Films,” which are all real beauties 
and belong well in the forefront of the finest now being made. 





These are only a few. 


Just keep your 
Eyes wide open 


for any films bearing these brands, too! 


No Program is Genuinely Complete Without Them! 


THANHOUSER KAY BEE PRINCESS 

MAJESTIC BRONCHO APOLLO 
AMERICAN KOMIC and 

RELIANCE DOMINO ROYAL 


CORPORATION YORK 
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The Army of Unsuccessful. 
[* JERSTANDING THE FAULTS of writ 
ers, and with an aim to aid them, we offer a 
cash prize of $250 for the best scenario submitted 
by a writer who has not sold one story. Thus 
new writers escape the keen competition which 
would otherwise enter into such contest. This is 
for unsuccessful writers only. See rules of con- 
test 


Educating Henry Higgins 
H*** YOU FOLLOWED HENRY’S 


LETTERS? If you haven’t, you have 
missed something. Henry started in as a 
“world-beating scenario writer,” to use his 
own language. Henry is just like many oth- 
ers who lack training and experience. Here’s 
his admission: 

Wampum, Pa., March 3ist. 

Dear Editor: I’ve just waked up to what 

the moving picture men want. From observa- 
tion and your advice, I admit I never had a 


real plot. Have written 31 plays—not plays. 
Have read up my grammar. Am studying 
plot. You're right, my last story was tragedy, 
not drama. I have profited by your depart- 
ment, but should not have been so “bull- 
headed” and I’d be further along. But I am 
going to win—win’s right. Golly, I can see 
myself cashing checks and—there I go again, 
but I’m “sticking in the game”—and you'll 
hear from me again, without flower beds to 
cover murderous deeds. Henry Higgins. 





All right, Henry, we’ll watch for you again 
—we’re interested, too. 


Concerning Questions and Answers 

EING ABLE TO ANSWER BUT a few 

questions each month on account of the 
limited space in this department, we have 
transferred all questions and answers to the 
PHOTOpLAY SCENARIO. Questions pertaining to 
players, editors, releases and other photoplay 
matter will be answered in the new magazine. 
Don’t fail to get a copy of the first number. 
Send a postal-card for it. 





A Chat With Amateur Photoplaywrights 


By Perry N. Vekroff 


Editor, Kinemacolor Company of America. 


F penned the many letters we daily discard un- 

answered, | often find some which compel a 
second reading before laying aside. These come 
from earnest, conscientious beginners, requesting 
me to tell them w/y their efforts had been re- 


1, and what must they do to insure success. 


h as it is the policy of our company to 


yecte 
Inasmu 
treat all contributors with equal courtesy and 
consideration, I wish to assure them that I would 
gladly answer their letters if it were not for the 
fact that I find it impossible to take the time 
such a task would require and do justice to my 
work. If I had the time required, I would feel 
that a technical discussion of the questions asked 
would be useless, in most cases, since, judging 
from the very nature of these questions, my 
would-be correspondents know nothing or very 
little about technique. For the benefit of those, 


then, whose letters I cannot answer, I will cite 
the instance of a recent interview with a begin- 
ning author, who wanted me to outline my atti- 
tude toward contributions submitted for the use 
of our company. As nearly as I can remember, 
he received the following answer: 


“When TI read a manuscript for the purpose of 
appraising its value, I look upon its merits in very 
much the same way you look at the merits of a 


suit of clothes you are about to purchase. In 


the first place, just as you would not go to a 
tailor for a suit if you felt that you could make 
one cheaper yourself, we buy only contributions 
which contain ideas that would not readily occur 
to us. Nor do we find it expedient to invest in a 
contribution because one or two situations in it 
strike us as being rather unusual. We endeavor 
to make sure that the entire effort is unusual, 
yet well balanced and convincing in all its com- 
ponent parts. To say the least, we would feel as 
foolish as you would if you bought a suit on 
the strength of your preference for the collar or 
the cuffs, regardless of the fact that the remain- 
ing parts might be assembled in a shabby and 
misfitting manner. 

“Let us carry the comparison a little farther. 
Let us assume that your suit of clothes typifies a 
three-reel production, of which the trousers rep- 
resent the first reel; the vest the second, and the 
coat the third reel. Let us, moreover, suppose 
that the trouser legs, the sleeves, the cuffs, the 
collar and lapels represent the various scenes, 
while the buttons and button-holes, the title and 


sub-titles. Now, then, what is it that makes you 
make up your mind to buy a certain suit in pref- 
erence to all the other suits the tailor has shown 
you at the same price? Is it the coat, the vest 
or the trousers? Would you be prejudiced in 
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THE DEATH KNELL 


of the unknown “feature” has been sounded by the 














THANHOUSER 
‘BIG’ PRODUCTION 


with known stars and stories and by a known 


maker of the best there is in motion pictures! | 





2 ECLAIR © ECLAIR 
DON'T “MUFF” THIS! 


The American Eclair Company is spending 
thousands of dollars weekly to produce good 
pictures. 

They have the camera experts, the factory 
facilities, the stock company and the directors which 
only real money can get. 


Are Eclair Productions Good? 


Send for the Eclair Bulletin and read the answer. 


ECLAIR FILM CO. 
225 West 42d St., New York City 


ECLAIR @ ECLAIR & 
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favor of the coat just because you like the lapels; 
and would you buy the entire suit because of the 
coat? Of course not. Nor would you buy the 
entire suit if you found one of the trouser legs 
shorter or missing; the buttons and button-holes 
misplaced; or an extra sleeve here or there. 
You would insist upon the best material, the best 
cut, the best fit and the best all-around good suit 
for the price you can afford. 

“Now, if you are so particular with your money, 
how much more particular must the editor be 
with his company’s money? Remember, he is 
generally held responsible not only as regards the 
money spent for the purchase of the manuscript, 
but what is far more important, for the expense 
of production as well.” 

The foregoing homely illustration is not offered 


here as a substitute for technical advice; never- 


theless, it helped the above-mentioned author to 
understand some facts which he had failed to 
grasp in any other way. 

Let me say a few words about technique. 
Technique, in its proper time and place, is un- 
questionably a most important factor, without 
which little or no successful results are achieved, 
no matter what the field of endeavor. In the 
case of the beginn« however, it should be a 
matter of secondary importance. After all, it is 
only a means to an end, and the mastery of its 
dry rules may well be postponed until their use 
becomes imperative There are other things, 
fundamental and elementary though they may be, 
which should precede the study of technique. 
Deliberate reversal of their order is apt to re- 
sult in the same disappointment which will await 
the man that starts to build his house from the 
roof instead of the foundation. 

The first step of the beginner must be the cul- 
tivation of those faculties which will enable him 
to recognize and originate dramatic ideas which 
can be developed into real dramatic pilots. A 
mere series of episodes with an occasional dra- 
matic situation here or a comical one there will 
not furnish the plot which must constitute the 
backbone of a marketable photoplay production 
The real plot is organic, well balanced, unusual, 
vet at all times convincing. To go back to our 
illustration, a real plot must be built like a suit 
f good material, good cut and fit, with buttons 
and button-holes each in their proper place, and 
with just that many sleeves, trouser legs and 
pockets as are required. None more nor less. 

The next step of the beginner is to learn to 
discriminate as to whether his story, logical and 
complete though it may be, is worth telling That 
is to say, whether, in the face of se much com- 


petition, he has thought out a ploc which is a 
little better or, at least, as good as any the edi- 


tors have bought. If there is any doubt about 
that, he had better put his manuscript aside { 
future revamping. Submission at that doubtful 
stage will only result in loss of time, station: 
and postage. Worse yet, it may help the begin 
to cultivate the bad habit of throwing the bla: 
for failure upon the editors, rather than upon 
himself or herself. 

Having learned to recognize and originate dra 
matic ideas and to discriminate as to whethe: 
these ideas are worth telling, the beginning au 
thor may now take up the study of techniqu 
which, though by many considered to be the har: 
est, is in reality the easiest part of photopla 
writing. 

There are several ways by means of which tl 
persevering student may become proficient. Som: 
study the several excellent works written on th 
subject, notably Mr. Epes W. Sargent’s “Tech 
nique of the Photoplay,” others, gifted with th 
knack of combining system with common sens« 
devise their own technique, basing it on brevit 
and clearness; the rest prefer to read their le 
sons upon the screen itself. The wisest meth 
to pursue is to combine all three ways mentions 
with some preference, perhaps, for the direct 
teaching of the theater. As “the proof of th 
pudding is in the eating,” so are the merits or 
effects of photoplay best judged during its act 
ual exhibition. Indeed, it is well worth one’ 
trouble to follow a certain motion picture from 
theater to theater for a week. After seeing the 
picture for the first time, ask the exhibitor to giv: 
you the number of his exchange. Call uo the 
exchange and ascertain the route of that releas« 
during the rest of the week. Then go and se 
that production over and over again. After th« 
fourth or fifth time, the novelty of the thing wil! 
wear out and you will find yourself dissecting, 
analyzing, comparing. You will presently begin 
to understand why certain scenes and leaders 
were put here or there; why certain bits of busi 
ness were introduced or left out. Keep this up 
for a while without neglecting your books or any 
other piece of helpful literature you can lay your 
hands on. In the meantime, work hard revamp- 
ing your own plays. By this time you will not 
feel so elated over them, for you will be able to 
realize your shortcomings. Then, gradually, the 
real meaning of such terms as “punch,” “original” 
and “available” will dawn on you with the charm 
of a revelation. You will receive your first check; 
but let that be a source of encouragement, not 
your undoing. The author who, after receiving 
his first few checks, lays down his books and 
makes up his mind that he does not have to work 
hard any longer, will soon be wasting postage 
again. 





TE 


of 
in 
the 
the 


wh 


| > 





















THE PHOTOPLAY MAGAZINE 








You Picture Fans Have a Great Treat 
In Store for You 


THE GREATEST SERIES OF PHOTOPLAYS, DEPICTING LOVE, DANGER, 
INTRIGUE AND MYSTERY, CALLED 


LUCILLE LOVE 


The Girl of Mystery 














will be shown in all houses showing this sign 





This series, the sensation of the picture world, was written by the greatest fiction writer 
of modern times—a man world famous for his wonderful plots—a man who has been 
in every country on the globe—a man who understands sensation, pathos, thrill, and 
the subtle handling of a plot so keenly that you will be on the edge of your seat all 
the time that you are witnessing this master sensation. 


We will not tell his name, but you can easily guess who it is after reading the story | 
which will appear in every prominent paper in North America while this series is running. 


There Are Fifteen Releases In This Series 
! Each One Tense, Nerve-Gripping, Awe-Inspiring 


LOOK FOR the paper in your city that is running this story 
LOOK FOR the theatre showing the UNIVERSAL sign 
LOOK AT the first release of LUCILLE LOVE 


: ' AND BE SURE THAT YOU DO NOT MISS A SINGLE 
ONE OF THE SERIES 














UNIVERSAL FILM MANUFACTURING COMPANY 
1600 Broadway Carl Laemmle, President New York, N. Y. 
‘Largest Film Manufacturing Concern In The Universe’’ 
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The Practical Side of Scenario 





Writing 


A Peep Into the Future 


By Captain Leslie T. Peacocke 
Feature Writer on the Staff of the Universal Film Company 


DV{CE has been freely given to those inter- 


ested in the scenario writing field, mainly, 


I regret to say, by those who have issued books 
or pamphlets instructing novices how to write 
photoplays and who have hopes of thus creating 
a sale for their books or pamphlets, or by those 
for a few 


are offering to criticize scripts 


and who claim to be in a position to find 
1 ready market for photoplays written by their 


client 


These are “The Gentle Grafters,” so aptly em- 
braced in an article by the late O. Henry, and 


heir prejudiced advice should be taken cum grano 


‘ 


itis. Those who are ambitious to write photo- 
plays can get all the information they require 
from the scenario departments of any recognized 
film firm, which always supplies a sample scenario 


il hh Aad 


yn request, or from the scenario department of 


the several magazines devoted to the photoplay 

lrama. The PHotopLAy MAGAZINE is most ex- 

ellent in this respect, and its columns should be 
t 


igerly scanned by all scenario writers—both the 


free-lance and staff writers—as it keeps them 


advised as to the current need of the various com- 


panies and gives sterling, and what is more, free 
and reliable advice. 


The entire field of photoplay writing is rapidly 


changing, owing mainly to the fact that several 
big theatrical producers have entered the “game” 


old 


This state of affairs 


and are their 


] 


exploiting and well-known 


plays as film productions. 
will be short lived, because all plays do not lend 
themselves to 


will 


photoplays wh 


reen production and the public 


oon become wearied of long-drawn-out 


se plots are hackneyed and have 


1 


been done in one form or other by the various 
film companies. Most of the film producing 
companies are at present also exploiting well- 


known published novels by prominent authors 


and are paying a big price for the film rights of 
these books. These books 


trained staff scenario writers to put into photo- 


are handed over to 
play form and the cost of the productions is nat- 
urally causing fear in the heart of the man behind 
the bank 

It is the age of competition and all the com- 
panies are vieing with each other to secure all 
the leading attractions they can, irrespective of 
the cost of production and without taking inte 


roll 
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consideration whether the five and ten cent au 
ences—who constitute the big patrons of the 
drama, and will always do so—will enthuse the: 
selves over a presented play or a published | 
of which they have probably never heard. 
Now, the presented play or published book, 1 
cases out of ten, does not make nearly as 
a reel that 
especially written production by 


drama as a_photoplay has | 


for screen 
practiced scenario writer, and those who go 
view the various productions are beginning 
recognize this. 


So 


nothing to fear. 


the earnest writers of photoplays ha 
The present condition of affair 
is only temporary, and when the various mat 
facturers have experimented sufficiently and 
dropped all the money that they can safely aff 
in experimenting, then the recognized photopl! 
wright will be recognized as a more importa! 
factor than he is at present. 

The one-reel photoplay will be the demand 
the patron who pays his nickel and dime. The pul 
lic soon gets tired of being bored by long scr 
productions, and the producing companies will : 
take long to find this out, and act accordin 
Magazine stories, as a rule, do not make g 
photoplays, because a photoplay must be bri 
ful of action, and dialogue is a negligible qua 
tity. And, then, very few magazine stories Lave 
an original plot. 

A great of the 


write their own photoplays and the field is tl 


number producing direct 


further limited for the free-lance writer. S 
of these directors are capable writers and, tl 

a great many of them are not, but it behoo' 
not a staff writer to wax too enthusiastic on this 
subject. 

The director receives all the blame if a pr 
duction is a failure and receives the praise t! 
is his due if it proves a success, so we must 
blame directors for the stand they take 
selecting the plays that they think they can 
handle. Eventually, however, the men beh 
the bank rolls who interested in the pr 
duction of moving pictures, will find by w 
bought experience that “The Photoplay is 
King Pin,” and that the scenario department is 
the most important and essential department 
all 


are 
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The New Motion-Picture Department of 


T= BLUE BOOK MAGAZINE 








HE BLUE BOOK MAGAZINE is the first of the standard monthly magazines to recogniz 
important factor the motion picture has become in the everyday life of most of the people it 


tl! 
United States. This recognition is to be demonstrated in a most substantial manner. 









{ Beginning with the May issue, on sale April ist, a thirty-two-page department, devoted « 
motion-picture plays, players and personalities, will become a regular feature of the publication [ 

department will be profusely illustrated with photographic studies of the players and wit enes from 
the bigger plays. 

{ In order to guarantee that it shall be the most interesting, the most accurate and the newsiest budget of 
tories and pictures of the people in and “behind”? the motion-picture plays of to-day, the Biue B 
has ¢ ged the services of the editor of one of the big weeklies devoted to the motion-picture field Hle 
is man with a thorough grasp of the subject, a wide range of acquaintance among the perf 

producers and a writing style which has given him high rank. He will devote his entire time to the 
Biue Boox hereafter. 

| His energies will be bent toward | I thos 
thirty-two pages a collection of : up-to-the I of t 
big ‘‘feature’”’ plays which are Up-to-the-minute stories— to come, by | 


about those actors and actresses 





‘ciaidtaiiie tin. tg. simian Beautiful pictures of actors 7 
of writer whose stories will and actresses— make you feel that you really 


know the performers whose faces you see in the reel dra 


mas. He has the knowledge ‘*Feature”’ Motion-Picture t disclose tl} tricks wl 














en ible the camera to pri duce Plays in story form. uch mystifying effects, ar d 
the acquaintance and standing to get news of the plans of t 
producers as quickly as they ire formulate 

| There will be nothing of the technical “trad lepartment” 
about his work. His stories and pictures will be written and edited with the view of interesting 
you folks who go to the motion-picture plays; not those who work in them. 


Also these big Fiction Features in the 
May BLUE BOOK 


Tom” stories, ““At the Rancl 





A complete novelette by Frederick Bechdolt, who wrote “The Li 


+ 


de la Tierra’ and was co-author of the famous ‘9009. It is called “Down the Coast Trail. 


Stories in series: One of the most attractive features is the publication of stories in seri that 1 











stories which are each separate and complete in themselv but whe some of t san characte 

reappear each month. Among the most attractive of these series in t May issue will be an adventure of 
the famous Diplo Free Lance; a hair-raising exploit of B nk Cars t Afric I eer; an 
especially curious se’ of Magnum, the scientific consultant; and an adventurous experience of Matt 
Bardeen, mas di Other notable short stories will be ‘‘The Intimate Robe,’”’ by Fred Jackson, “By 
t! Light of tl LE a Frank Finnegan, “‘The Belated Witness,” by Hugh Pendexter, ‘“‘Paid,”’ by 





Crittenden Marriott—in all, there’ll be over twenty of these fine stories in our May issue. 





. . ' 17 , 
A few exceptional novels are published serially in the Bivue ] We n’t print ny st s, but 
once ile v get one of ch compelling terest that \ simp] n’t | it Such e “For t 
‘ bsorbing i tive of r int dve r No nat 9 cence.” a 
listic novel of life in New York. Tellir | le f r f these storie tr i t} 





May issue will be onsale everywhere April ist. Price 15 cents. 
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“The [Taming of 


Nance O’Shaughnessy” 


A STORY OF SUBMERGED SOCIETY 


By W. Chesleigh Benson 


Illustrations from the Selig Film 


ISMAL shadows mantled the gloomy, 
gray East Side buildings, and, one by 
one, the lights in Greater New York’s 

yngested district blinked on like flashing glow- 
worms. 

Under the violet blaze of arc lights, along the 
murky, thousands of 

At the curbs venders shouted their 


noisy pavement, hurried 


weary t ilers. 


wares and scintillated with moving humanity. 
Crowds of derelicts, blown from every port on 
the seven seas, were there. Ambition, broken 


hope, righteousness and crime mingled in com- 
mon touch. 
The hundred or 


more pallid children, sad-eyed women and laugh- 


throngs were swelled by a 
ing girls who flowed from the wide-flung doors 
of a laundry out into the night lights like a river 
into the restless sea. 

Nance O’Shaughnessy, known as the prettiest 
girl in the laundry, chatted gaily with three of 
her 


thro 


co-workers as they threaded their way 


Gertie Kane, a new- 
indry, had asked her to attend the 


igh the human current. 
comer at the lat 
Saturday-night dance at McGuire’s Academy, and 
Nance hesitated and was tempted to spend a dull 
evening 

Her heart was clean, she was clear-eyed, am- 
bitious, hopeful, had 


Life was pleasant to Nance, 


and a keen desire to live. 
although the squalor- 
warrant such litheness 
unlike the in her 


sphere, because she only sought 


urroundings did not 


of spirit, but she 


ous s 
was many 
close-bounded 
the puritanical pleasures. It had been thus with 


this statuesque young 


woman ever since she had 
been left an And, although 
clamped into the human mechanism of the laun- 


orphan child. 


dry, the years had not broken her mentally or 
physically, nor withered her blooming beauty. 
While the girls stood on a congested corner 
and talked over the evening program, Gertie ex- 
claimed: 
“Oh, look at the kid!” 
134 


Nance followed her gaze and saw a ragged lit- 
tle urchin fall to the pavement while dodging the 
carts and trucks. Nance rushed to him, caught 
him by the long, ragged coat and jerked him from 
in front of a heavy auto truck that bore down 
upon him. 

Her eyes flashed when the driver called the boy 
a rat. Nance gave the little fellow a coin and 
asked him his name. 

“Me Dicky Ryan. I took a chance, 
Miss, ’cause I gotta get home to me mother. 
Thanks,” concluded Dicky and hurried. 

“If that guy’d a put on more juice you'd be 
doin’ the tango to the pearly gate instead of 
cavortin’ with my swell friend, Pat McGuire, at 
the academy to-night, Nance!” 

“That was real brave of you, Miss,” ventured 
a tall, manly looking fellow, who stood quite near 
and waited for the traffic to halt. 

Nance turned and smiled at the clean-cut, boy- 
ish face. She liked the smile that dimpled his 
fresh cheeks; his large, blue, laughing eyes at- 
tracted her and she looked at him twice. 

“Some fresh jay tryin’ to be a regular masher!” 
remarked Gertie vehemently, and Sandy Mc- 
Carthy, seeing her cold stare, looked away lamely, 
wondering whether the girl who had rescued the 


name’s 


boy and smiled so sweetly was as cold and 
harsh. 
Nance had followed Gertie’s stare and had 


noticed the young man’s chagrin at Gertie’s re- 
mark, but she was not of the same opinion as 
her friend. 

“Remember and meet me at McGuire’s Acad- 
emy at eight sharp, Nance,” said Gertie. And 
Sandy McCarthy overheard the parting remark. 

Then the police whistle shrieked, the throng 
jammed the crossings, and he lost sight of the at- 
tractive girl who had spared him one sweet 
smile. 

Nance thought of the pleasant, laughing eyes 
and the gentle voice of the voung man while 








ind hurried. 
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NANCE THOUGHT OF THE PLEASANT, LAUGHING EYES AND THE 
GENTLE VOICE OF THE YOUNG MAN WHILE SHE DRESSED 
HERSELF FOR THE DANCE 


she dressed for the academy dance, and won- 
tered if she would, by chance, meet him again 
some day. Nance was sure she saw a twinge of 
lonesomeness on his face, and that interested 
er more deeply than she would admit. 
vas growing late and she forgot the stranger 


Half an hour later Nance O’Shaughnessy 
mbed the academy steps slowly because her 
ew shoes pinched, and nodded pleasantly at girl 
intances and their “steadies.” 
stairs she saw Gertie chatting glibly with a 
it looking dandy, who frowned at his watch 
ile Gertie impatiently scanned the crowd, and 

n the pair passed in as the music began. 
Nance stood by the brass rail. She saw Gertie 
ind her friend float by and nodded 
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whirled into the mass of swaying dancers. While 
Nance waited a young man approached and 
touched her on the arm. She turned a flashing 
pair of eyes on him, but he bent over her and 
whispered : 

“Listen, dearie, I—” 

A strong hand caught the masher by the collar, 
jerked him roughly off his feet, and he landed 
solidly and uncomfortably in a heap several feet 
away. 

Astonished, Nance looked up, and found her 
self gazing into the pleasant, laughing eyes of 
the clean-cut young man who had spoken kindly 
to her in the street. 

“Thank you, Mister—” she began. 

“Sandy McCarthy, Miss—er—” he finished, and 
hesitated. 

“Nance O’Shaughnessy,” she smiled, and 
noticed his red blush. 

“Why so late, Nance?” interrupted Gertie, 
and looked coldly at McCarthy, who moved 
on down the rail. 

“Say, Nance, meet Mister Pat McGuire,” 
she said, and jerked her thumb toward the 
smiling academy manager. Then Gertie intro- 
duced her “steady,” and Nance recognized the 
man who had insulted her a few moments 
before. He shrugged his shoulders and 
grinned sheepishly. McGuire immediately be- 
came confidential and compli- 
mented Nance’s charms while 
they sipped his private stock of 
imported beer. The cool bever 
age was pleasant and it was nice 
to listen to McGuire's suave ca 
jolery beneath the maze of warm 
lights. Nance did not particu 
larly like him, but he seemed to 
be congenial and his sophistry 
pleased her. The imported brew 
loosened the girl’s tongue con 
siderably, and McGuire's eyes 
sparkled as he w&tched his at- 
tractive new plaything. He 
looked long at her full, red lips, 
her steady blue eyes and strik 
ingly handsome features, and 
noted, covetously, her slender, 
girlish figure. 

“Say, Jimmy, bring Miss 
Kane an’ her frien’s beer from 
my special taps an’ no charge,” 
McGuire ordered his waiter, 
smiled pleasantly and winked at 
Gertie. 

When the orchestra leader 
raised his baton, McGuire and 
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Nance arose and he whirled her lightly away 
1 the rhythmic move of the music. McGuire 
was astonished and pleased with Nance. She 


glided like a fairy-nymph and her fantastic toes 


t 
1 
} 


seemed s arcely to touch the floor 
\\ he | he dre W he r to him she frow ned slight], 
and held him away, but in her ecstacy she did not 


suspect the meaning of his endeavor to embrace 
her But McGuire desisted He knew better 
than to frighten the fly before safely entangling 
it in his treacherous web When the music 
ceased, McGuire took his blushing partner back 
to the table, where the pair laughed and chatted 
with Gertie and her “steady,” who were polluting 
themselves with the imported brew 

When a gaudily dressed blonde, with a tired 
face and pensive eyes, left the dance floor and 
sat down at a near-by table, McGuire frowned 
fiercely and warned her with his eyes. 

Nance did not notice this nor his irritation, 
but Sandy McCarthy, who sat near-by, did, and 
felt sorry for the sad-eyed woman Somehow 
he knew that she had once held the attention that 
Nance was enjoying, and a bitterness arose in 
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SAY NANCI MEET MISTER PAT M’GUIRE, SAID GERTIE AS SHE JERKED HER THUMB TOWARD THE SMIL- 
ING ACADEMY 


MAN AGER 


the heart of the man from the rose-blown valleys 
beyond the stagnant, immoral city. He made a 
mental comparison of McGuire to a gray hawk 
which he had killed when it had threatened t 
carry off some of his mother’s white hens. He 
remembered, too, how his little gray-haired 
mother had worried and then how she had re 
joiced when the hawk was dead 

Sandy wondered if humanity would rejoice if 
this human hawk were winged forever; this 
smiling, suave-tongued tempter, who pillaged hu 
man hearts of their chastity and then relentlessly 
flung them into the gutter and turned a deaf 
ear to their suffering, and plunged madly on in 
an endeavor to quench the insatiable desire. 

Sandy McCarthy closed his jaws hard and 
watched the joyous beginning of one of the 
every-day dramas that end inevitably in a 
tragedy. And with half-closed eyes he asked God 
to help him guide the little girl he had come to 
love safely through the storm that threatened 
to batter her, like a helpless ship, to a bitter end 
on the coast of ruined lives. 

Nance forgot Sandy McCarthy in her mad 
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estacy; the bright lights, tantalizing music and 
heerful laughter, and Pat McGuire’s fascinating 
ijolery and rhythmic dancing blinded. her, and 
ie rushed on—up to the very brink of the black 
iwning abyss. And Nance paused there simply 
cause the city ordinance prohibited dance halls 
remain open after midnight on Saturdays. 

McGuire cursed the ordinance and it nettled 

further because he had to remain and check 

ip the night’s business. In a tipsy condition he 

ped Nance down the stairs, embraced and 

ssed her. But she freed herself and started 
omeward alone. 

She had not gone far when a hand was laid 
yn her arm and once more she looked into the 
pleasant, smiling eyes of Sandy McCarthy. Her 
eyes fell and a blush mounted to her cheeks—she 
had forgotten him. 

“Come, please, Miss O’Shaughnessy, and have 
something to eat?” he asked as they passed a 
restaurant. 

“Thanks, Mister McCarthy,” she faltered. 

Hot coffee acted as an antidote against the 
beer, and Nance became silent and thoughtful. 
But Sandy McCarthy cheered her wonderfully 
and told her of the beautiful green country, its 
fragrant air, sparkling streams, mossy banks of 
violets, about which she had only dreamed. 
Sandy appealed to her sense of beauty and pure- 
ness and she grew enthusiastic when he asked 
her to spend Sunday in just such a place. 

On leaving the restaurant Sandy called an old 
hansom cab and took Nance safely to her door, 
and, before he bade good-night he squeezed her 
hand warmly and gazed into her eyes. Nance 
could not see the pleasant eyes, but she felt what 
they would have said could they have spoken. 
She stood on the threshold and watched Sandy 
depart, and when his broad- back melted into 
the network of dully lighted streets, two tears 
rolled down her cheeks—they were happy tears— 
and thoughtfully she closed the door. 

Sandy looked very boyish and happy that Sun- 
day morning, and Nance was as lithe of spirit as 

skylark. She talked and laughed like a little 
girl who was going from the country to the 
big city, instead of a sophisticated New York 
girl, When they alighted at a country station 
sixty miles from the grim, pulsing, teeming town, 
Nance seemed awed by the greenness and fresh- 
ness. They walked along a country road and 
crossed yellow fields of daisies, and he made a 
wreath and placed it about her head. 

When the sun mounted high in the firmament, 
beside a clear, babbling brook they opened their 
lunch basket and spread the white linen on a 
bank of purple asters and together they enjoyed 


the dainties amid the June flowers, while sweet- 
throated songsters made wonderful melody. 

“Gee! <Ain’t God good to let people live out 
here, Mister McCarthy!” she laughed joyously 
and bit into a sandwich. 

“Call me Sandy, if you please, Nance,’ he 
smiled. 

Nance, holding the sandwich between her 
teeth, smiled too, and they looked at each other 
The pleasant eyes smiled and the magic thought 
leaped across and registered—‘I love you.” The 
birds, and even the homely music of the brook, 
seemed to breath in every note—“I love you.” 

“Say, if they ever got that song ‘I Love You’ 
on Broadway as I’m gettin’ it here, Scndy, they'd 
make a mint—an’ I’m a good critic,” she said 
sweetly and sighed. 

“Why, you just told me; them song birds is 
popularizin’ it, the brook is hummin’ it, an’ them 
sweet New Jersey winds is purrin’ it in my ear, 
Sandy, an’—well, I’m beginnin’ to feel it, too.” 

Sandy reached across and took her hand. 

“And I love you, Nance!” 

He kissed her hand and then she drew it slowly 
away and blushed. Sandy smiled. The down- 
cast eyes, the blush, and his unanswered question 
obviously told him her love still rested between 
the fascinating Pat McGuire and his dancing 
academy and—well, perhaps, the country where 
the good God kindly let people live. 

When the June day died and shadows settled 
like dark pools, they wandered back across the 
dewy daisy field and boarded a train at the little 
station and were whirled back to the murky 
depths of the canyoned streets of the big, noisy, 
feverish metropolis. 

Sandy sighed when he left Nance standing on 
her doorstep that night. His eyes shone with a 
kindly light, but determination was written plainly 
on his face and he felt that God was on his side. 

Kindliness, patience, suffering and persever 
ance are the seeds of great things and achieve- 
ments wrought by mankind. Sandy knew this, 
and with these things in mind he set his heart 
and soul to the task of taming Nance O’Shaugh- 
nessy. It was not greed that prompted him to 
rescue her alone for himself, but for her woman- 
hood and humanity. 

Nance did not go to the dancing academy for 
two weeks after the Sunday in the country, for 
Sandy called more often and she spent the even- 
ings with him. Often he would read to her or 
tell stories, and little Dicky Ryan, whom Nance 
had rescued at the crossing, came in the evenings 
and, wide-eyed, listened to the tales of the coun- 
Sry. 

“Say, if me an’ maw could only get there, then 
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we'd never come back,” Dicky sighed, and the 
wrinkles crept about his mouth, and he laid his 
hand and 


1 


MOORE 


on Sandy’s shoulder boy and man 
d into each other’s eyes. 
Sandy often recalled the despondent, sad-eyed 


woman who had seemed to annoy Pat McGuire 


the night he met Nance, but he did not know that 
she was the mother of little Dicky, and that 
Dicky was her only solace. Her sodden hus- 


band had lain drunk in their wretched two rooms, 
it seemed, ever since they were married. 
Mame Ryan had had ambitions and planned 





‘GEE! .’f GOD GOOD TO LET PEOPLE LIVE OUT HERE, 
AND BIT INTO 
to educate Dicky, but her lonely life led her to 


diversion, and she had 
of McGuire. 
had toasted, boasted and paraded her vainglori- 
But that was 


the dancing academy for 


fallen into the clutches McGuire 


usly across his academy floor. 
long before her beauty had faded. 
She had listened to his whisperings and fool- 
ishly trusted and loved him. She had drunk his 
imported private stock, and for a time it bright- 
ened her cloyed life, but in the end it proved her 
The youthful glint in her eyes was all 
too soon faded and was replaced by a blood-shot 
blear. Wrinkles seamed her face, and the powder 


downfall 
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puff and rouge no longer covered the eviden 
of debauch. Mame eventually fell into the d 
card and McGuire shunned her and sought n 
prey. So she had been kicked down to grovel 
the mire of despair, and become known as 
“souse” and a mark for brutal gibes. 

Many bitterly cold winter nights little Dic 
had brought his mother home after she had be 
ousted from McGuire’s. The warm little he: 
beat with love and pity for her and was wru 
with anguish and despair in return. But like 
faithful boy he gave his love and shared his pa 
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MISTER M’CARTHY!”’ NANCE EXCLAIMED JOYOUS! 
A SANDWICH 


and sorrow with no one. Even as his great co 
fidence and friendship with Sandy progressed | 
never divulged his secrets. I 
fore he left Sandy 
after listening to 
green country, he always aid: 

“G’by; it’s time to go an’ meet a frien’ now! 

Every day during the two weeks that followe: 
Gertie coaxed Nance to spend an occasiona 
Saturday night at the academy. 

“Whut’s the matter, Nance, you ain’t gone s 
clean crazy over that rube guy that you can 


come out for a hop once in a while, have you 


And each night 
and Nance alone on the porc!l 


the stories of the wonderf 

















An’ besides, McGuire is anxious about you every 
time I see him,” coaxed Gertie one Saturday 
morning. 

Nance sighed. She longed for a good dance 
and wanted to see McGuire. Sandy’s puritanical 
ideas were all very well, but they brought no 
thrills into her monotonous life. He seemed to 
be waiting, waiting, for something that puzzled 
her, and she had lost all patience trying to solve 
the puzzle. So she called him on the telephone 
and asked him not to call that night. 

Sandy smiled when he hung up the receiver. 
The light that lured had at last blinded her. He 
had waited and wondered when the inevitable 
would happen. But he resolved to be near, and 
if the charms of the waltz and the fascinating 
McGuire tempted Nance O'Shaughnessy too near 
that fathomless brink, only then would he inter- 
fere. 

With sparkling eyes and a happy blush on her 
pretty face Nance greeted Gertie and McGuire. 
They were gaiety personified as they sat ard 
sipped cool brew from the mugs. It was with a 
thrill that Nance felt McGuire’s arm slip about 
her, and they whirled away in a pleasant waltz. 
As they danced McGuire drew her closer to him, 
but she did not push him back as she had the 
first night. 














M’GUIRE SHOVED FORWARD HIS JAW, DOUBLED HIS FIST AND CURSED. THEN THE CROWD CLOSED IN 


While they flitted on he whispered in her ear 
and occasionally his red lips touched her hair. 
Through dreamy eyes she looked at him and 
wondered why she had neglected the academy, 
its intoxicating pleasure and McGuire for the 
eventless companionship of philosophical Sandy 
McCarthy, who dreamed of the hills and valleys 
and the wholesome things. 

‘Bah! He was but an idle dreamer!” she 
thought, and decided to see no more of Sandy. 
Her life was spotless and she had a right to the 
harmless pleasure of the academy and its amiable 
companions. 

Nance did not realize that the trip to the daisy 
fields and the long evenings spent with Sandy 
had already steered her from the imminent rocky 
shore of wrecked hopes. sut her head was 
awhirl now and she -was intoxicated with pleas- 
ure. When the dance ended she took McGuire’s 
arm and they started for the tables. But sad-eyed 
Mame Ryan, in a drunken stupor, staggered up 
to them and threw her arms about McGuire’s 
neck and sobbed: 

“Oh, take me back, Pat dear!” 

McGuire’s eyes flamed fiercely, and he flung 
her away, dealt her a brutal blow, and she sank, 
moaning in agony, to the floor. 

Nance drew back, horrified by McGuire’s face, 
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which was twisted into a vicious snarl like a 
wolf ready to sink its fangs. She was outraged 
and stunned at his brutality. When she started 
to help the fallen woman to her feet, McGuire 
growled and she drew back. At that moment 
little Dicky rushed in. 

“Maw! Maw! It’s Dicky! Come home now 
with Dicky !” 

Mame Ryan smiled feebly when she heard the 
tender voice of her baby boy. But when Dicky 
started to help her rise from the floor, McGuire 
sent him sprawling with his knee. Hate burned 
in Nance’s eyes and she picked Dicky up and 
tried to comfort him and wondered what would 
happen next. 

At that moment Sandy strode into the academy. 
He surmised the situation at a glance. But 
when he saw Nance kneeling with Dicky in her 
arms, his jaw closed hard, he clinched his fists 
and stepped in front of McGuire. 

“You're a dirty, cowardly hawk, McGuire!" 

McGuire shoved forward his jaw and lifted 
his fist and cursed, and the crowd closed in. 

“Get to hell out of—” 

But Sandy’s fist landed on McGuire’s jaw and 
he never finished the sentence. 

Sandy helped Mame Ryan to her feet and Dicky 





took her hand and led her slowly from the 
academy. 

“You big country boob, you got a bunch of 
nerve buttin’ in here, now, ain’t you?” sneered 
Gertie. 

Nance frowned and moved near the protecting 
arm of Sandy, who stood defiantly and faced 
the toughs. They saw the fiery glint in his eyes; 
they looked at the wrecked features of McGuire 
and the hard fist that had floored one of the 
best and most fearless bouncers on the East Side, 
and they fell back and melted to the sloppy 
tables. 

“I’m agin’ you, you snake! Turn against a 
good guy after drinkin’ his booze an’ usin’ his 
hall, hey! Turn down a guy that offers you 
somethin’ worth while for a boob like him! Well, 
I’m su’prised you ain’t got somethin’ under that 
solid ivory dome, Nance,” sneered Gertie and left 
the academy with her “steady.” 

Dicky led his mother down the street toward 
the tenement. But near a wharf the despondent 
woman halted and little Dicky could not move 
her. When she looked at the placid, black waters 
a pleasant thought crossed her morbid mind 
Peace lay in the quiet depths and she felt so 
weary. Suddenly she stooped and kissed little 


WITH TEARS STREAMING DOWN HIS FACE DICKY OFFERED ALL HE HAD TO HIS MOTHER—LOVE 
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Once a Shopgirl, 
Now, Society Beauty 


Country Maiden Acquires A Complexion 
That Brings Her Social Success. 


I’ve made a business of being beautiful, and want you 
and other girls to duplicate my success. 
I came to Chicago without friends, money or influence 


sickly, little 


business 


—just a timid, freckle-faced girl. I soon 


found that in as well as social life, good 


, 
looks and a fine complexion were a woman’s stock in 
trade. It was clearly a case of ‘Survival of the Pretti 
est,” so I set out, determined to make my appearance 


count 








I owe all my facial charms to Lorinda James, a lady 


doctor whom I chanced to meet. The home of this 
matronly woman, who looked young as a girl of 20, was a 
genuine Mecca for society folk to whom beauty was 


truly an art. I saw sallow-faced, elderly women rejuve- 
nated at her hands; I saw blotchy-complexioned young 
ladies emerge looking like footlight queens. Dr. James 
took a fancy to me and showed me how the work was 
done, until now, her marvelous methods are mine in a 
business way. 

This beauty treatment is different, absolutely, from 
anything ever known—no change in your mode of living 
—no exercise or massage to learn. No complexion is so 
bad (unless pitted by wounds or smallpox) that my 
trouble-free, scientific method will not tint it with 
Nature’s rose. No pimples, freckles, eruptions—coarse 
pores, eczema or moth-patches will ever mar your beauty 
when you know what I know. Let me tell you my story 
in a letter—tell how beauty brought success to me. Let 
me endow you with a complexion of such compelling 
loveliness as defies the coming tell-tale years. Don’t send 
any money—just write me. Say “Show me how it was 
done.”’ I’ll show you why Chicago has so many charming 
women, and how you can be one, too. Harriet Jean, 305 
Times Building, Chicago, Il. 
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Dicky. His instinct told him something horrible 
was about to happen, and he clasped his arms 
about his mother’s knees and clung to her. 

“Oh, maw, don’t do it!” he wailed bitterly. 
But she struggled fiercely to free herself, and he 
shouted loudly for help. 

Nance and Sandy, walking down the street to- 
ward the small, treeless park that overlooked the 
river, heard the boy’s call for help. They rushed 
into the street just as the demoralized woman 
broke away from Dicky and ran weakly toward 
the wharf to end her miserable life. 

Sandy sprinted and caught her dress when she 
was about to jump. He drew her back and 
pinned her against a rail until Nance and Dicky 
came. 

With tears streaming down his face Dicky of- 
fered all he had to his mother—love. Mame Ryan 
looked at the little spark of humanity that had 
been her only solace through the awful years— 
the mite of a shepherd, God, in His great good- 
ness, had given her—and a peaceful light lit her 


sad face and bleary eyes. She knelt on the rough 
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boards, clasped Dicky in her arms, and Nance 
and Sandy bowed respectfully while she raised 
her eyes and said the Lord’s prayer. 

“We are going to leave the city soon, Nance, 
and find a home in the beautiful country among 
the people God is kind to,” said Sandy. 

Nance looked at Mame Ryan, who stood at her 
elbow. 

“And we will find a place there for Dicky and 
his mother,” he continued. Dicky caught him 
joyously by the arm and Mame smiled as they 
walked up the dock. 

A new light shone in Nance O’Shaughnessy’s 
eyes. It was the light Sandy McCarthy . had 
looked for the day they wandered like happy 
children throygh the Jersey daisy fields. While 
the dawn of true love lit her eyes, Sandy took 
her in his arms and kissed the warm, red lips 
And she took his face in her hands and pressed 
a fairy-kiss on each cheek and on his pleasant, 
laughing eyes. Then Sandy placed his arm about 
her and they leaned on a rail and listened to the 
river gurgling the old, old song—“I Love You.” 














A Narrow Escape 


HYLLIS GORDON, leading woman in 

Director McRae’s Bison company, was 
perilously near death recently at Universal 
City, Cal. The fatality was averted only 
through the presence of mind and quick 
action of Thomas Hosher, a chauffeur. A 
scene was being taken of Miss Gordon and 
Winnie Brown in a race on their horses. 
Al E. Ziegler, camera man, was in the back 
seat of an auto turning the crank. Miss 
Gordon is an expert horsewoman, but her 
mount got beyond her control and ran 
ahead of the auto. When only a few feet 
in front of the machine the horse tripped 
on a log at the side of the road and fell, 
throwing Miss Gordon into the center of the 
road. The auto was being driven at such a 
rate it was impossible to stop it. There was 
only one thing to be done—turn out. 
Chauffeur Hosher saw his one chance, took 
it and cheated death. Miss Gordon was 
only slightly injured. 




















A POWERFUL STOR ” FROM THE BROADWAY SUCCESS 


Adapted from the Film Production 


By Mabel Condon 


Illustrations from the Thanhouser Film 


EN-THIRTY and the desk of John Rog- 
ers, Jr., was as yet unopened. 

“Call up the house, will you Binkley, and 
get the scamp on the ’phone,” directed Rogers, 
Sr., as he stormed over to the closed desk and 
impatiently glanced through the accumulation of 
mail, scattered there. 

“By George!” he fumed, “either he’s going to 
get down here in time or he’s going to get out! 
It’s a farce, anyhow, his having possession of a 
desk here, for he doesn’t do a thing when he is 
here. 

“What's that—not up yet? Tell his man to 
get him up and send him down here in a hurry! 
No more of this nonsense, I tell you! This is 
the last!” 

And the irate senior partner of the wholesale 
drug firm of the Rogers, Binkley Company betook 
his wrath out of his son-in-law’s office and 
slammed the door between that and his own 
private sanctum. 

The task assigned young Rogers’ man was no 
easy one. 

Grunts and unpleasant names greeted him as 
he tried to make his young master urderstand 
that he was wanted at the telephone. 

“It’s the office, sir—Mr. Binkley’s on the ’phone 
and your father said you must get up. Mr. 
Binkley’s waiting, sir.” 

“All right—Get out of here!” was the unso- 
ciable answer as John Rogers, Jr., leisurely and 
unsteadily arose and found his way to the 
telephone. 

“Yes—’Lo Binkley !——Well, tell the old man 
he’ll see me when I get there!” 

The receiver was slammed back onto its hook 
and Rogers, arising, ordered his man to leave his 
shaving things alone and to get out. The man 
obeyed with alacrity and when the door had 
closed after him, Rogers, plainly nervous, hur- 
r edly opened a drawer of his dresser, released 
«i spring and took from the secret pocket a 
hypodermic. His fingers, in their nervous haste 


to insert the needle into his arm, fumbled the 
instrument. A low curse, a steadying of the 
sharp bit of steel, the purposeful, imbedding of 
its point into his forearm, and the features of 
Rogers began to assume a peaceful, calm ex- 
pression. 

He did not bother to return the instrument to 
its hiding-place, intending to do that later. 
3usying himself with his dressing his cheerful- 
ness of manner increased and it was in the midst 
of the gay “High Jinks” refrain that he ceased 
whistling to call to his man to assist him with 
his hat and coat. 

When he had gone, his long-suffering valet 
He picked 


it up reflectively and a look of sorrow filled his 


found the hypo set on the dresser. 


eyes. He knew that the swift pace his young 
master had set for himself was nearing a crisis. 
He shook his head and dropped the set into the 
dresser. 

It was nearly noon when the door of the of- 
fice suite of Rogers, Binkley Company swung in- 
ward to admit John Rogers, Jr. 

Binkley looked up from the task of signing 
letters and nodded coldly. Rogers crossed to 
this desk and rolled back its top. When he had 
removed his hat and coat he looked over the as- 
sortment of mail the morning had brought. 

Looking over letters annoyed him. Why hadn’t 
somebody else opened the confounded things? 
He pushed the correspondence to one side and 
impatiently ran his fingers through his hair. 

Clearly, young Rogers was not over-burdened 
Looking furtively 
3inkley, he saw his brother-in-law still 


with an inspiration to work. 
toward 
engrossed in the letters his secretary had brought 
for his signature. Slipping a flask of liquor from 
a drawer, he turned away and took a big swal- 
low. Binkley, engrossed in his work only ap- 
parently, saw the incident and his disgust for his 
weak-willed relative showed plainly in his face. 

Again young Rogers turned his attention to 
the matters before him, but he was in no con- 
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dition to work and finally pushed back his chair 
abruptly and gave it up. 

“Binkley, look over this stuff, will you? I’ve 
got a beastly head this morning and there’s no 
use of my staying around here when I feel so 
rotten.” 

“Sorry, but I’ve all I can do this 
Binkley continuing to go 
through the pile of freshly typed letters before 
him 


myself 


morning,” excused 


”? 


“Oh, I guess you’re not as busy as all that! 
sneered Rogers, rising and donning his hat and 
coat. admire 
about myself,” he went on, as he held the collar 
of his overcoat in place while he pulled down 
his under-coat beneath it. 

“Yes? 
he had not the slightest idea of what that one 
thing could possibly be 


“You know, there’s one thing I 


3inkley wondered in implication that 


“Had a drink yet, this 


morning?” he asked in apparent unconcern. 


“Guess you saw me,” Rogers admitted. “So as 
long as you did I might as well have another.” 
He crossed to his desk, removed the bottle 


from the top drawer, found a glass and helped 
himself. 

“Look here, John, you'd better cut that out,” 
Binkley 
facing the young man. 


advised, turning his chair about and 


“Take off your hat and 
coat and stick it out! What's the use of giving 


in that way—it’s not getting you anything and 


Said this 
Why don’t 


father’s 
he'd 


you cut it out?” 


your desperate about you. 


morning have to let you go 
“Cut it out?” Rogers repeated with a laugh 
as he replaced his glass on the desk. Turning, 
he faced his father, who had witnessed the scene 
from the door between the offices. 
The 
the junior Rogers, not quite so tall, not nearly 


senior Rogers, tall, erect, masterful, and 


so erect and not at all masterful, exchanged a 
long combative glance. 


“Well, what’s it to be, dad?” young Rogers 
broke the constraint by asking. “My esteemed 
brother-in-law says you don’t want me around 


here any more. He makes it quite apparent that 
HE doesn’t pine for my company.” 

“Nor does anybody else, the way you've been 
acting,” put in his into the 
room and standin, squarely in front of his son. 


father advancing 


“You're a drunkard and you use dope 
we didn’t know it? 


thought 
Anybody could guess it from 
the way you look. I’ve given you every chance 
to make good that I possibly could. 
had your last chance here. 


And you've 
Get out!” 

The white-haired man, his eyes blazing, stepped 
back and pointed to the door. His son, with a 
mocking bow, advanced unsteadily, turned with 


his hand on the door knob, bowed again, and, 
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with a calm, “Good-morning, gentlemen!” passed 
into the outer hall. 

By the time he reached the home on Fifth 
avenue, which was occupied by the Rogers and 
the Binkleys and the latter’s four-year-old son, 
Jimmy, the calm which had enabled him to make 
a dignified exit from his father’s office, deserted 
him and he was seized with the same old nervous 
ness that presaged the craving for the only thing 
that would bring him retief—dope. 

Already partly intoxicated, he emptied the de- 
canter on thé sideboard in the dining-room and 
then for the butler and demanded 
But the butler had already received his 
orders from the head of the house and refused 


rang more 


liquor. 


to bring the desired solace. Rogers, angry, seized 
the decanter and hurled it at the butler’s head, 
Before 
the door closed, he pressed his finger upon the 


but he dodged and made a hurried exit. 


Yale lock, and Rogers was a prisoner. 
Thoroughly crazed, he pounded upon the door 

and this meeting with no response from without, 

he grabbed a vase from the mantel and broke it 

against one of the panels. 

hall— 


His mother and sister, Mrs. Binkley, rushed in 


There were hurried footsteps in the 


‘heir presence seemed to make young Rogers 
wilder than ever, and, pulling the center-piec« 
from the table, he threw it to the floor, breaking 
a priceless vase and scattering the flowers it had 
contained, about the room. 

Mrs. Rogers and Mrs. Binkley, terrified, fled 
through the door they had left open, and when 
it closed after them, the room’s occupant was 
again a prisoner. 

“Tl call 
frantically signaled Central, on the telephone in 


father,” Mrs. Binkley gasped as she 
the hallway. 

“Oh! 
Mrs. Rogers wailed, the tears running down her 


whatever’s the matter with my boy!” 


cheeks. She covered her ears to shut out the 
frenzied sounds which issued from the dining- 
room. 

. father— 
I think John is crazy 


breaking 


Father?—oh, Howard ?—well tell 
both of you come quickly! 

~Yes, 
dining-room. 


Mother and I 
The receiver at tne other end clicked. 


John—he’s 
He’s 


’ 
ate 


everything in the 
locked in there—Hurry! 
Binkley 
jumped for his hat and coat, calling to Rogers 
Rogers appeared and Binkley 
told of the frantic message from home. 
“Just a and 
for his clerk. 

“Get right 
~it’s imperative!” he ordered and then re- 


The 


to come with him. 


minute.” Rogers decided rang 


Denton and Schroeder up here 
away 


turned to his office for his hat and overcoat. 


clerk returned in a very few minutes with two 














big men and Rogers, followed by them and Bink- 
ley, led the way to the elevator, signaled a taxi, 
and then home. 

They found Mrs. Mrs. Binkley 
crouched in the hall with their arms about each 
protection 


Rogers and 


From the 
dining-room came loud curses and demands that 


ther for and comfort 
the door be opened. 

As the men approached, the sound of their 
footsteps quieted the room’s occupant, but when 
he saw his father and Binkley had two men in 
tow who were unmistakably attendants, his: wrath 





EN 


“YOU DON’T SEEM TO REALIZE, GRACE, THAT THERE’S 
ICILY TO 


HE REMARKED 


broke forth and he rushed at the in- 


truders with an upraised chair. 


again 


The two men overpowered him. 

“John, John—what are you having done with 
him?” Mrs. Rogers demanded hysterically of her 
husband. “Don’t have him taken away—let us 
take care of him here! He'll be all right after 
a while—don’t send him away!” she pleaded. 

The determined husband an 
swered: ‘“No—he’s a drug fiend and a drunkard. 
Take him to Bellevue!” 

Fighting his captors, Rogers was led out and 


placed in a taxicab. From the windows of the 


voice of her 


house the tearful face of his mother looked out, - 
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And behind her was the stern visage of his 
father. The started, turned a corner 
and was lost to the sight of the watchers. 

But had their vision extended a little further, 
to the west drive of Central Park, they would 
have noted the seemingly accidental losing of 
Rogers’ hat as he put his head out the window. 
They would have seen one of the two attendants 
get out to recover the hat, and then the sudden 


escape of young Rogers which followed. 


machine 


Leav- 
ing the remaining attendant stunned by an un- 
expected blow and his clever though maniacal 





A LIMIT TO MY BANK ACCOUNT,” 
HIS WIFE 


handling of the attendant who gave him chase, 
he fled on, hatless and breathless. 

Young Rogers was free! 

With the removal of the prodigal son, how- 
ever, the home atmosphere of the Rogers and 
Binkleys did not materially. Mrs. 
Binkley, indulging in too much social activity, 


brighten 


developed an extravagance that her husband de- 
plored and cautioned her against, with the receipt 
of bills that ran into four figures. But this was 
only one of several disagreeable habits. 
Harrison Binkley knew of two of these—one 
was the extravagance on which he was even then 
checking her up, and the other was—drink. His 
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pleadings against her indulgences in both were 
received with contempt. Yet he continued to 
plead. 

One day, about six months after young Rogers 
disappeared, Binkley held a bill in his hand that 
read as follows: 

Giffiney and Company, Jewelers, 362 Fifth Ave. 

To Howard Binkley: 

t MOld ROME BEE. once ccc cccccss ccc SOD 
1 platinum fillet set with 12 diamonds 1,960.00 


OE \ cccuvunwaeewanadseukweine aa 

“You don’t seem to realize, Grace, that there’s 
a limit to my bank account,” he remarked icily 
to his wife, as he contemplated the bill. “I warn 
you now, that this is the last extravagance I'll 
tolerate. Hereafter, I’ll pay none but bills within 
reason. See that you contract no others.” 

Crossing to the writing-desk, he wrote out a 
check for the amount called for on the bill. Mrs. 
Binkley, with a smile of sarcasm rather than 
thanks, picked it up from her lap, where her 
husband had tossed it. 

Shex studied the little slip thoughtfully. Slip- 
ping it into the desk, she rose, went into the 
dining-room and helped herself from the decanter 
on the sideboard. 








OFTEN HE DROPPED IN AFTERNOONS, WHEN “FRISKING” PEOPLE’S POCKETS FAILE: TO ATTRACT, AND WHEN 


SHORT distance from the Rogers’ Fifth 

avenue home, a row of tenement houses 
graced—or rather disgraced—a narrow side- 
street. 

On the third floor of the third house from the 
extreme end—and exactly like every one of the 
street's other houses—a room gave privacy to 
four people—two men and two women. 

The room was the bedroom, the living-room, 
and the only home of the two women—girls 
really, for their ages were not more than twenty- 
three. 

“You might as well give us some—we know 
you have it,” the girl sitting at the table ad- 
dressed the man on the bed. 

“That’s a nice boy—come across,” the girl on 
the bed teased, putting her arm around the man’s 
neck and patting his cheek. 

“Sure—I only. wanted to hear you beg for it. 
And now that you’ve done it—here it is!” 

The man placed a small package upon the 
table. Eager hands reached for it and when 
opened, it was passed around among the four, to 
sniff. 

The “flake” was gone; it left in its place a 
reigning happiness that made the room boisterous 
with the mirth of the four occupants. 





THE GIRLS HAD NOTHING MORE TO DO, USUALLY, THAN READ ANI PI! AY SOLITAIRE. 
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\ rap sounded on the door—a double rap, 
followed by a soft tap. This signal brought one 
of the men to the door and admitted a young 
man whom the room’s occupants greeted as 
Slim.” 

Six months before, his title had been John 
Rogers, Jr 

“Hello, dearie—the party's just over, but vou're 
welcome,” the taller of the girls greeted him. 

Slim” dropped into a chair beside the other 
girl, who forthwith began to caress his hair and 
face The two met paid no attention to the 
girls. “Share one, share all’ was their lileral 
motto and “Slim” was as frequent a visitor as 
the other two men. Often he dropped in after 
noons, when “frisking” people’s pockets failed 
to attract, and when the girls had nothing more 
to do, usually, than read and play solitaire. 

“Give me some flake,” “Slim” demanded, sul- 


len and unresponsive to the attentions of the 


girl beside him. 

“Haven’t another speck—and not a cent, either,” 
responded one of the men.” 

“Give me something to pawn, then,” sug- 
gested “Slim” irritably 

Che others laughed. 

“Everything | own’s in hock,” spoke the man 
who had been silent up to now. 

“Let’s have your ring,” “Slim” turned to the 
girl beside him. 

“Wouldn’t get much for that—besides, I don’t 
want to give it away,” returned the girl spiritedly. 

gut she finally let him have it and he hurried 
out with it to the drug store, to which he had 
made countless trips in the last six months. 

Webster, the druggist, was a friend to all of 
them—when they had the money with which to 
pay for the precious drug they craved. But he 
did not conduct a pawn shop and told “Slim” 
so. Angry, the latter, turning to go, slipped some 
articles into his pocket off a counter in the mid- 
dle of the shop One of the stolen articles fell, 
ittracting Webster’s attention, and the shop’s 
owner gave chase to the thief, who eluded him 
and got safely away. 


He still retained the ring and decided to get 


rid of it through a “runner.” A _ negro ap- 
proached and in exchange for the small band of 
gold gave him the desired dope. As he thrust 


the precious bits of paper into his pocket, two 
plain-clothes men appeared 

“You're under arrest,” “Slim” heard and saw 
the negro escape through a dark doorway. 
“Slim” pleaded to be “let off,” but the detectives 
were firm. Two women, settlement workers, ap- 
peared and accompanied the detectives and their 
prisoner to the station. They suggested that the 


lieutenant free “Slim” if the lattér Wéild “show” 


nner” got his supply. The 
4d “Slim” led the way t 


them where the 
lieutenant agreed 
Webster’s drug sto 

There, however, Webster accused “Slim” « 
stealing and when a search resulted in the findin; 
of a safety razor and a bottle of perfume in hi 
pockets, he was returned to the station and lock« 
up. ; 

He demanded to use the telephone and one 
the detectives stood guard as he called a Fift 
avenue number. 


A* the Rogers-Binkley residence, Mr. and Mr 
Binkley were entertaining a dinner-party 
Wine and mirth reigned and of all present, Mr: 
Binkley was gayest and most brilliant. The cock 
tails had just been served when the butler lean 
over Mrs. Binkley with the information that s! 
was wanted at the telephone 

“It’s most urgent, mam, the party says,” th 
butler said softly. 

“Man or woman?” Mrs. Binkley asked im 
patiently. 

“It’s a man’s voice, mam.” 

The hostess excused herself and went to thi 
telephone in the hall. 

“Who's talking?” she asked. The answer 
caused her to gasp and to cover the mouthpiec 
with her hand, lest her guests in the room oft 
the long hall might also hear. 

“It’s John—your brother,” came a voice that 
she recognized in spite of the fact that it had 
hardened greatly in quality, since last she heard it 

“Yes, yes—go on!” she prompted hurriedly. 

“I’ve been arrested—oh, for nothing much! 
but I don’t want to stay in the station all night 
I want you to get me out of he.e.” 

“I can’t—I have a dinner-party on.” 

“Send your maid with the money; I'll expect 
her and, say—see that she comes right away, will 
you?” 


” 


“I'll send her,” Mrs. Binkley answered sharps 
and replaced the receiver. Hurrying to her room, 
she gave a roll of bills to her maid and dis 
patched her with instructions to keep her mis 
sion secret from the rest of the family. 

Then she returned to her guests and led the 
evening gayety. 

Too much champagne began to have its effect 
upon her system, which was already sufferins 
from other excesses. Too much society, for 


one thing, too many strong cigarettes for an 
other. But the third excess was the most deadly 
of all—her addiction to the use of dope. 

For, like her brother, she had become its vic- 
tim. It began with the friendly advice of an 
acquaintance, who recommended some soothing 
(Continued on page 152) 


headache wafers. 
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LAST CHANCE! 
Contest Closes April 20, 1914 | 


If your favorite is not now at the top, get 
busy and secure Votes. Don't be dis 
* heartened because he or she may not be 
near the top. There is still time to win. 


it off! Get busy and get Votes! 





| 
| 
| 
| 





Have your friends help. Get 
Ten Artistic Postals of Your 
Favorite. 


Send !0 cents in coin or stamps 
to Photoplay Magazine. The cards 
are really works of art, each bearing 
the picture of a favorite player. Be 


sure to give the name of your favorite 
when ordering cards. You can get your 
friends to help your favorite by sending, each 





King Baggot. 


one of them, one of these postals, on the face 


J. W. Kerrigan. 


of which is a message telling them about 
the contest and how they can aid your favorite. Fill out the blank 
below and send it in with 10 cents, to-day, right now. 


The Standing of the Photoplay Idols 


(at time of going to press) 


1. J. W. Kerrigan (Victor).............-277,880 
2. King Baeeet (lip). oc. ccc cncc 200s SO eee 
3. Arthur V. Johnson (Lubin)..........168,500 
4. Jack Richardson (American).........166,450 
5. Francis X. Bushman (Essanay)...... 161,600 
6. James Cruze (Thanhouser).......... 130,050 
7. G. M. Anderson (Essanay)........... 127,550 
8 Irving Cummings (Thanhouser)...... 125,750 
9. John Bunny (Vitagraph)............. 106,800 
10. Crane Wilbur (Pathe)................ 101,950 











announced in next month’s issue 


(April) | 
THE PHOTOPLAY MAGAZINE, | 
7 1100 Hartford Building, Chicago. 
Gentiemen:—Enclosed find 10 cent, IM ......cccscccccccccccccccccccecs (coin or stamps), 
for which please send me 10 postal cards with the picture of...............0- cc ecsceeecceccees 
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RISING TO TOAST THE 





MAN TO HER RIGHT, SHE SPILLED THE GLASS OF WINE OVER HIM 


AND LAUGHED LOUDLY. 


And then Mrs. Binkley’s slavery to dope had 
begun. 

As the dinner progressed, Mrs. Binkley’s con- 
duct passed the bounds of mere gayety and be- 


came wild. Mr. Binkley tried to bring her to 
her senses by word and look, but neither had the 
desired effect Rising to toast the man to her 


spilled the glass of wine over him and 


ly as the butler 


right, she 
laughed loud hastened to the 
assistance of her guest. 


“I apologize for the behavior of my wife,” 


Mr. Binkley said, rising. “Overwrought nerves,” 


he added, 


ered all the 


believing, in his heart, that that cov- 
Mrs. Binkley, that 
her husband should thus summarily dismiss her 


truth. furious 
guests, protested at their going, then went to her 
own room, where she rang violently for her maid 
to help her undress. 


She dropped her jewels into a box on her 
dresser, scolded the maid for her clumsiness with 


ho« ks 
before her dressing table when the maid ventured 


and ribbons and was seated in negligee 
to inform her that her brother had accompanied 
her back to the house and was waiting, then, to 
speak to her. 

“Didn't I keep him from spending the night in 


jail?” “Slim’s” sister demanded angrily. “I can't 
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see him and you had no right to let him wait 
You may go now—and tell my 
away.” 


brother to go 


As the maid opened the door, “Slim” pushed 
past her locked the door. Mrs. Binkley 
sprang up in alarm and “Slim” approached with 
a threatening leer. 


and 


“Wouldn’t see me, eh? Well, I guess you'll 
I want money, all you can 
get me and I want it right away. I’ve wasted 


enough time waiting around until those friends 


pay for saying that! 


of yours were through feeding. Now get me the 
money—and no fooling!” 

“I sent all the money I had to the station to- 
night for your bail—I haven’t another dollar,” 
Mrs. Binkley protested backing away from the 
loathsome object that was her brother. 

“Slim” came nearer speaking low and menac 
ingly. 


“You needn’t worry about not having any 
money—there’s plenty in the safe!” 
Mrs. Binkley’s horror showed itself in her face 


and “Slim” brought out a small revolver. 
“Now,—will you get it?” he asked mockingly. 
“I—I’ll try!” his victim answered, and slowly 

backed out of the room. “Slim” opened the box 


on the dresser, helped himself to the jewels it 














THE 


contained and then nervously awaited his sister’s 
return. 

Mrs. 
her husband asleep in a big chair brought up be- 
She started to tip-toe out, but 


3inkley’s entrance to the library showed 


fore the grate. 
the memory of the desperate man awaiting her 
She 
found the combination of the safe in the drawer 
of the library table, and then approached it. 

right to K, 


in her room, sent her stealthily forward. 


“Four right, two left to C, three 
left to A.” 

The heavy door yielded and swung outward. 
Gropingly, she reached in and found what she 
She did 


taking, but judged it was a large amount. 


sought. not know how much she was 
With 
another glance toward her sleeping husband she 
then returned on tip-toe to the room above. 

Mr. Binkley awoke from his slumber with the 
that had been in the 
By the light from the fire, the 
various objects stood out distinctly. He looked 
about and his glance fell on the open 
the safe. He feet, 
reached the door leading into the hall, he heard 


consciousness somebody 


room with him. 


door of 
sprang to his and, as he 
somebody cautiously descending. Then the steps 
retraced themselves and “Slim” was again back 
in his sister’s room. 

is this a game? 
Did you tip Binkley off that I 


you?” he 


“Somebody's in the library 
was here—did 
demanded, in a frenzy and with his 
finger on the trigger of his revolver 


“No! No!” Mrs. Binkley denied. 
“I don’t believe you! T’ll kill the both of 
us!” “Slim” returned and aimed the gun at her. 


He tried 
to throw her off and dropped the gun. Rapid 
the hallway. The 

Mrs. Binkley in- 
“Slim,” 
motioned the latter to escape by the window. 
\s he did so, 
a stormy scene between husband and wife. 

Mrs. Binkley refused to explain the noise of 
the scuffle, the fact of the and the 
revolver on the floor. In a temper she ordered 
her husband from her room and, locking the door, 


With a spring, she seized his arm. 


footsteps approached from 
butler pushed open the door. 
herself between him and 


terposed and 


Binkley entered, and there ensued 


open safe 


Hung herself upon the bed exhausted. 


HE Society for the Suppression of Vice had 
had a busy session. The only way to stop 
the cocaine traffic was at its source, the members 
had agreed, whereupon one of them had pre 
sented the following resolutions which the secre- 
tary read aloud: 


if% y . . 
Wuereas, The use of cocaine and mor- 


phine by all classes of people in the United 
such alarming propor- 
must be 


States has 
tions that 


reached 


some immediate effort 
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made toward the suppression of their dis- 
tribution and-- 

“WHEREAS, The only remedy looking for- 
ward to the suppression of the traffic must 
be through the co-operation of the manu- 
facturer,— 

“THEREFORE, Be it resolved, That a com 
mittee of two be hereby empowered to visit 
manufacturers and distributors of these 
drugs and ask them to cease ther sale ex- 
cept to reputable physicians.” 


The chairman arose, put the question, declared 
it carried and appointed a committee of two 
the 
facturers and distributors of wholesale drugs. 


women to present resolution to the manu 

The office of the Rogers, Binkley Company was 
among the first visited, and the committee of two 
was ushered into Mr. Binkley’s office. 

“IT quite agree with you,” decided the firm’s 
junior partner as he scanned the resolutions and 
returned them. “Personally, however, I am help- 
less to act in the matter, as I am only one of the 
3ut—here’s Mr. Rog- 


heads of the corporation. 


ers; maybe he would care to do something about 
it. 

Mr. Rogers was polite; he was affable, he was 
most courteous. But Mr. Rogers was obdurate 
as regards endorsing the resolution of the So 
ciety for the Suppression of Vice. 

Our 


profits cannot be reduced by well-intentioned but 


“We owe a duty to our stockholders 


unthinking reformers. I wish you good-day, la- 


And 
them out and returned to his private office. 

A clerk entered to speak with Mr. Binkley, 
“An order from Mr. Webster; he’s waiting for 
your O. K. on it,” Binkley 
sheet. 


Rogers, Binkley Company, 
and Wholesalers, Drugs 
Medicines. 

To Silas Webster, 6007 7th Ave., New York 
City. 

6 bottles peruna 
12 Piso’s Cure. 

12 bottles swamp root. 

60 Ozs. cocaine 
40 Ozs. morphine 
12 bottles castoria. 

I gross orangeine powders 


dies.” with his courtliest bow he ushered 


he said, handing Mr 


the order The latter read: 


Manufacturers 
and Proprietary 


The pencil in Mr. Binkley’s hand was drawn 
through the morphine and cocaine items and the 
order then returned to the clerk. 

“What does this mean, Mr. Binkley? 
going to get this from you any more?” 


Ain't I 
It was 
Webster, argry, imperative, who was talking. 

“You couldn’t sell that much morphine and co- 
caine legitimately in five years, Webster,” an- 
swered Mr. Binkley turning about and facing 
the angry customer. 
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“Hello, Webster—how’s business?” Mr. Rogers 
greeted, emerging from his office. 

“Business! I won't have any business if you 
fellows ain’t going to let me have the stuff I 
order.” 

“Why, what’s wrong? Aren’t your orders be- 
ing filled satisfactorily?” 

“Up till now, yes. But look at this order— 
the two things I have the biggest call for are 
crossed out. And why?—I’d like to know!” 

[he senior partner looked inquiringly at the 
junior one. . 

“He couldn't possibly sell all that stuff legiti- 
mately,” Mr. Binkley explained. 

“My dear Binkley, we’re not running his busi- 
ness. Let him have it,” decided Mr. Rogers. He 
put his own O. K. on the order and Webster 
made a smiling exit 


M RS. BINKLEY awoke at noon on the day 
foll 


owing her dinner-party and its exciting 


after-events. She was nervous and irritable and 
when her maid had raised the shades and with 
lrawn to prepare her bath, she went to her 


lresser and took out a small bottle. Its small 


label r¢ ad 





“MY DEAR BINKLEY, WERE NOT RUNNING HIS BUSINESS. 


HE PUT HIS OWN 





“MORPHINE (Tablets), 50—1-16 grs., Rogers, 
Binkley Company, Manufacturers, U. S. A.” 

The bottle was empty. Opening her purse 
she discovered it also was empty. Clenching her 
hands, she looked frantically about her dresser 
Ah! her jewels! But the box in which she had 
placed them the night before was empty also 
Furious at her brother for having robbed her of 
every cent of her money and then of her jewels 
she called wildly for her maid, wrenched her 
wedding-ring from her finger and threw it to 
ward her with the command: 

“Pawn it. Then get this prescription filled.” 

The maid took the bottle, and Mrs. Binkley 
pushed her toward the door. Then the wife of 
the junior partner paced up and down, impa 
tiently awaiting her maid’s return. She was gone 
less than half an hour, as a wedding-ring was an 
article easily pawned and Webster, the druggist, 
was most obliging and never questioned a pre- 
scription. 

“Give it to me!” Mrs. Binkley ordered, snatch- 
ing the bottle from the girl’s hand as soon as 
she appeared. Feverishly, she worked at the 
cork, withdrew it, and then took several of the 
tablets. In a few minutes she had become calm 





LET HIM HAVE IT,” DECIDED MR. ROGERS AS 
©. K. ON THE ORDER. 
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‘s ? and You Keep © 


this Superb 
Typewriter 


Think of it! Only $2.00 on this great 
offer and we ship this marvelous, visible 
typewriter direct from the factory to you 
without any jobber’s, dealer’s or middle- 
men’s profits of any kind. We allow full 
10 days free trial Use it all you want 
to. Try it for speed, durability, all around 
excellency. Notice its exclusive pat- 
ented features, its new line space reg- 
ulator, bronze carrying bearings, patent 
eraser plate, patented envelope addressing plate, 
self interchangeable type reels, printing 90 let- 
ters and characters—then, if you don’t want it, 
send it back at our expense. If you find it the 
greatest bargain you have ever seen or heard 
of anywhere and decide that you want to keep 
it, you can make settlement on the easiest 
mon‘hly payments. 


FREE Use for 10 Days 


That you may test the excellent qualities 
of this typewriter, we will place one in 
your home or office for ten days free use. Don’t 
pay the enormous profits asked by the local 

ealers. Buy direct from us, the manufacturers, and 
save from $50 to $65 on the purchase of your typewriter. 
Every sale is backed by our 10-year, ironclad guarantee. 


Easy Payment 


Never mind the money. Our low, whole- 
sale price and easy payment terms are so 
liberal that you never think of the money. We 
want you to see for yourself that ““The Chicago” 
is equal to any other typewriter that costs more 
than twice its price. It is the only typewriter good 
enough to put out on a 10-year, ironclad guarantee and 
easy payment plan, such as we offer you here. 


Limited Offer 


To all who write promptiy, we will in- 

clude free, one of our handsome leather- 

ette carrying cases with fine brass lock and 

trimmings. Just send your name and address 

for full particulars of this special, limited, wholesale 

offer and it will be sent to you postpaid free. Write 
y—now! Address 


GALESBURG WRITING MACHINE CO. 
Departmentt 192 GALESBURG, ILL. 














$1200 


IN COLD CASH 


Made, Paid, Banked in 30 Days 
by Stoneman--$15,000 To Date 


Reader, this offer is open to you—this money—the cold cash—can 
be yours. You and you alone by waiting too long can loseit. Inves- 
tigate today—get the proof. Send your name and address—but 
NO MONEY—this very minute. 


$1000.00 
PER MAN 
PER COUNTY 


Don't worry—don't find ex- 
cuses—no experience is necessary 
—business supplies the capital. 
You don't have to wait a month 
—nhot even a week—payments 
can start the first day—and 
continue daily up to $1000.00 per 
month per county. For years we 
have been quietly picking men 
from all walks of life, ministers, 
clerks, farmers, preachers, 
doctors, lawyers, teachers and so 
on—enabling them with our co- 
operation and $50,000.00 appro- 
priation to get what we here offer 
and can do for you—$1000.00 
per man, per county. Some of 
these men you may know—pos 
sibly have envied without under- 
standing the reason of their pros- 
perity. 


INVESTIGATE 
AND RE AMAZED Demand absolute proof- 


ss accept no other kind 
Either we have the best thing that ever happened or we're 
colossal liars. Ask Schleicher, minister, whether it’s true that he 
received 


$195 TWELVE HOURS 
AFTER APPOINTMENT 


Langley, livery man, $115 first day; Rasp, agent, $1685 in 73 days; 
Beem, solicitor, $164.25 weekly for 12 weeks; Korstad, farmer, 
$2212 ina few weeks; Zimmerman, farmer, $3856 in 30 days; Juell, 
clerk, $6800; Hart, farmer, £5000; Wilson, cashier, $3000 in 30 
days. Let us refer you to these men, to the U. S. Government, to 
banks, business houses, noted people at home and abroad Heed 
this caution from Chas. Starr, of Mich., who writes, ‘Sorry this field 
is closed. Should have acted sooner but was skeptical Your 
local man’s great success has set everybody talking and proves 1! 
was a chump. Woncerful what a man can do with a real 
opportunity.” Then read this from Locewick who acted quickly 
“Lucky Lanswered ad. It’sgreat. Money coming fast.” Which 
will you be, Starr, a victim of “neglected opportunities,” or 
Lodewick, the “early bird.’’ To escape Starr's fate, send your postal 
this very minute— 


SPEND ONE CENT TO 
MAKE THOUSANDS 


Strange invention startles world. Gives every home that long 
desired blessing a modern bath-room with hot and cold running 
water facilities for only $6.50. No plumbing—no water works—self 
heating. Only ten minutes to install. Gives cleansing plus friction, 
massage and shower baths in any room. Equivalent to any $200 
bathroom. Over 200,000 delighted users. Used by U.S. Government 

More remarkable than this invention is our startling plan 
of universal distribution through special representatives who 
become virtually profit sharing partners in a business that's 
immense—exciting—fascinating—dignified—and above all, has ena- 
bled them, will enable you, to get $1000.00 per month, per county. 
Asking to be shown doesn’t obligate you one bit. Investigate 
today by all means. 


ALLEN MFG. CO. 
3896 Allen Bidg., Toledo, 0x 
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HE PICKED IT UP, READ ITS MESSAGE, AND CRIED, “Goop Gop! GRACE—NOT YOU, TOO?” 


and it was a cheerful, conciliatory Mrs. Binkley 
who called her husband on the ’phone and asked 
him to come home early. 

Happy at the change in his wife, Mr. Binkley 
obeyed her call and hurried home. He found 
her in tasty negligee scanning a fashion maga- 
zine and daintily smoking one of her gold-mono 
grammed cigarettes. 

“T know I was horrid last night, Howard dear,” 
she said sweetly, looking up from her magazine, 
“and I guess I did have too much wine. About 
that other occurrence—the man and the safe—I 
know you'll understand when I tell you that John 
came back—” 

“Your brother?” Binkley interrupted in sur- 
prise 

“Yes; he threatened me with a gun and I had 
to do what he asked. Forgive me, Howard—but 
what else could I do?” 

“I guess you were right in doing what you 
did,” Mr. Binkley pronounced. Then, thought- 
fully, “I hope he knows better than to come 
again, though.” 

“And I’m forgiven now, dear?” Mrs. Binkley 
asked penitently, and her husband kissed her 
with a fervent, 


“Heartily forgiven,” 
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The slender woman propped up against the 
pillows of the bed, smiled and resumed her mag 
azine and cigarette as a sign of dismissal. She 
reached up and patted one of the pillows into 
a more comfortable position, and as_ she did 
so, the little brown bottle, with its glaring label, 
fell from under it to the floor at Mr. Binkley’s 
feet. 

He picked it up, read its message and cried, 

“Good God! Grace—not you, too?” 

His wife tried to snatch the bottle from his 
hand, but he dropped it into his pocket, and de 
manded who had obtained the stuff for her. She 
refused to answer and Binkley, calling the maid, 
made her confess to the transaction of the 
morning. 

His face white and determined, he strode to 
the telephone, called the number of Dr. Watson, 
the family physician, and then waited impatiently 
for the latter. 

“Dr. Watson?—Binkley talking. Please send 
a trained nurse here at once. My wife is taking 
morphine and I want her watched. Yes, at once. 
Thank you.” 

He snapped the receiver into place and without 
another glance at his angry wife left the room 
and sought out Mrs. Rogers in the drawing-room. 
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How Many People Eat Candy? 


Over a million dollars spent annually 
to supply this demand. Why not you 
get some of this money? 


START YOUR OWN CANDY KITCHEN 
Particulars 10c. Complete Plans $1 
H. V. JENKINS & CO. Chippewa Falls, Wis. 


LET ME READ YOUR CHARACTER | 


trom your handwriting. Mind you getareally @OOD read- 
ing that will help you in love, health, business and domes- 
ticaffairs. Price 10c. Sure to please you. Money back if 
dissatisfied. yu. py BEAUCHAMP 2583 8th Ave. NewYorkCity 


SUCCESS SHORTHAND 


By Expert Reporters. Best for beginners and ste- 
nographers. G:aduates competent stenographers 
and court reporters. Satisfaction guaranteed or 
money refunded. CATALOG FREE. 

» SCMUVUOL, 255 Schiller Bidg., Chicago. 







































end leake intanuy in all utensils, craniteware, a. uminum, tin, brass, 
hot water bags, etc. No solder, cement or rivet. Any one can use them, 
Send for sample box, 10c; large box, all sizes, 26¢, postpaid. Agents 

Wanted. Collette Mfg. Co., Box 430 Amsterdam, me Be 


BE A HANDCUFF KING! Enormous salaries pid: vaudeville. 


Interesting, Mystifying. 
Full Instructions 25c. Particulars Free. 


WILKINSON BROTHERS, NARKA, KANS. 
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Boyd Syllabic System—written with only nine characters. No* “positions’’ 
—no *““aled lines’’—no * ‘shading’’—no ‘*word-signs’’—no “‘cold notes.” 
Speedy, practical system that can be learned in 30 days of home study, 
utilizing sparetime. For fnll descriptive matter, free, address, Chicago 
Correspondence Schools, 829 Chicago Opera House Block, Chicago; Ill, 








320 Jokes and Riddles, 
oe a Entertainer 153 Parlor Games and 
Magic, 18 Tricks with Cards, 73 Toasts, 7 
8 Comic Recitations, 3 Monologues, 22 Funny 
Readings. Also Checkers, Chess, Dominoes, Fox 
and Geese, 9 Men Morris. All 10c. postpaid. 








S DIAMONDS 


at 1/50 the cost- IN SOLID GOLD RINGS Za 
WHEN YOU BUY A BARODA == 


do not think of it as an imitation diamond; 
think of it as it is—A Genuine Mined Gem witha 
hardness, lustre and environment that classes 
it with a genuine diamond. It answers every 
quality you crfeet eu brilliancy, lasting qualities 





weg wd and perfect cut—so let us send you one o 

ese bargains ©. O. D. returnable in 3 days, if un- 
entistnatery, ere Tiffany style 14 K Solid Gold ring, 1 carat 
stone, Men’s ring, $6.98, stud or pin, $4.98. Our cata- 
logue 8 ae SA line. Encl lose 10c for ring measure. 


BARODA CO., Dept. 23E 4711 N. Clark St., CHICAGO 















CHIROPRACTIC ; 


Learn at Home and In Class f 


Millions of people prefer drugless healing to medi- 
cine—there is a big demand for Doctors of Chiro- 
Practic—the new unleanaalanen. Capitalize your 
Spare time, iearn this iucrative profession—earn 


$3,000 to $5,000 Yearly Smite? 


Profusely illustrated; a 14 big free charts anda spinal ‘ 
column—makes study fascinating—easy. Fees earn 
uickly pay for course. 
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A SURPRISE FOR THIN WOMEN 








Thousands of thin women have been getting 


wonderful results from a treatment which is fif- 
teen years old and gaining in popularity every day. 

It has not cost them a penny to try it, nor will it 
you. 


You will be surprised and delighted at the 
change in your appearance when the treatment 
has produced its effect. It has been astonishing 
how little additional flesh and bust development 
it has required to make many of our thin patrons 
attractive—even fascinating. They tell us they 
seem to be attracting a flattering attention which 
they never enjoyed and had ce done. to expect. 

Just write to-day, saving: ‘“‘Send me your free 
treatment.’’ We will immediately send, in a plain 
wrapper, sufficient Dr. Whitney’s Nerve & Flesh 
Builder to give you the additional flesh that will 
add so much to your attractiveness In some 
cases the trial alone has been all that was needed, 

No. 1 is the general flesh builder. No. 8 is for 
giving development to the bust alone without en- 
larging other parts of tne body. Say which one 
you prefer. 

Write us to-day, before this generous offer is 
withdrawn, and get your free treatment in a plain 
wrapper by return mail. C. L. Jones Co., T0E 
Friend Bldg., Elmira, N. Y 


wm 400 FAVORITES 


TO CHOOSE FROM 


Get Acquainted with Movie Stars 
Handsome photo postcards. highly finished, latest 
poses. Also actual photos 8x10, 50c each. 
Send 25e for seventeen of your favorites, or a set 
of 100, all different, $1. 

Our new Catalog, just out, mailed Free. 


THE FILM PORTRAIT CO., 127A Ist Place, Brooklyn, N. Y. 


oo Encyclopedia, Texthook & Guide 25c 


Contains Ten Lessons on Sc ‘cenario Writing, 
Model Scenarios, List of Buyers, Secrets of Success, 
Everything Else. 


“BOOK OF PLOTS, IDEAS, INSPIRATIONS f 5 
FOR PHOTOPLAY WRITERS,” JUST OUT!Or 7 ts 


Contains 500 or more Ideas, each Idea sufficient for a good 
Photoplay. Saves racking your brains for ideas. Worth $50. Order it now. 
Valuable Souvenirs Given with Orders for both Books for 





























Write for FREE sample ag i lustrated 
ree SOMS catalog, names and addresses of scessful 
graduates and big book by EL! ERT HUBBARD. 4 


School of Chiropractic, Dept.. 55 1553 W. Madison 5t., Chicaze 


$1. Free 20 Lesson Photoplay Course Outfit. Send 10 names and addresses 
and6c stamps. “*Scenarios Wanted.” 











| American Filmograph Co., Salina, Syracuse, N Y. 
' 
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[-xcitedly, he informed her of his terrible dis 
covery. 

The nurse arrived shortly and Binkley con 
ducted her to his wife’s room, where Mrs. Bink 
le? ignored their entrance. Binkley gave some 
instructions and left and the nurse prepared for 
a lengthy stay. 

Mrs. Binkley remained in comparative calm for 
the remainder of that day, but the next morning 
begged and pleaded for the drug upon which she 
had come to rely as her sole source of energy 
and calm. 

“T can’t let you have any, Mrs, Binkley,” the 
nurse answered for the fiftieth time. “But take 
this medicine. Come, 
you'll feel much 
hetter after it.” 

“I won’t,” scream- 
d her patient as she 
knocked the glass 
nurse’s 
hand. It broke and 


from the 
the crazed woman 
buried her head in 
her pillows and 
cried. 

The nurse con 
tinued about her 
duties and was put- 
ting away some 
things in a_ closet, 
when Mrs. Binkley, 
now calm, conceived 
an idea that caused 
her to arise quietly 
and tiptoe to the 
closet. Before the 
nurse could turn HER COMPANY WENT TO 
around, the door 
was slammed shut 
upon her and locked. With nervous haste Mrs. 
sinkley dressed, put a few things into a traveling 
bag, donned her wraps and let herself out of the 
room and sped along the hall to the nursery. 

Jimmy was playing on the floor with some 
one-legged woolly animals and dolls. He jumped 
up to greet his mother and was rushed into his 
hat and coat and told he must not talk till they 
got outside. At the door of the library he was 
left waiting while Mrs. Binkley hurried to the 
desk and found the check her husband had made 
out for her a few nights previous. Then shutting 
the big doors of the house after them, they went 
down the steps, hailed a taxicab and drove to 
the bank. Again Jimmy was left to wait, and 
when his mother entered the taxi, again it was 
with a supply of bills in her hand-bag and a smile 
of cunning about her mouth. 


“Pennsylvania station!” she ordered the driver, 





WHOEVER BID.FOR IT. AND 
ALWAYS THERE 


and arriving, bought a ticket and reserved a pri 
vate compartment on a train for Chicago. 

At the house Mrs. Binkley had just deserte: 
the nurse, after vainly calling for help, broke 
piece out of one of the panels of the closet doo: 
through which she reached her hand to the ke 
and unlocked it. She telephoned Mr. Binkley an 
told him of his wife’s escape. The next day th: 
papers carried the announcement: 

“REWARD. $5,000 will-be paid for in 
formation as to the whereabouts of Mrs 
Howard Binkley and son, James Binkley. 
Signed—Howard Binkley, 7029 Fifth Ave.” 

A week passed. 

Mrs. Rogers w: 
trying to. distra 
her “mind from th 
flight, when a forn 
darkened the win 
dow. She turne 
and, in the wan faces 
and hard eyes of! 
the shabby man she 
saw there, she rec 
ognized her son. 

“Oh, John! John! 
My poor boy !” she 
whispered, her old 
hands patting him 
soothingly on th 
“What's 


happened to you? 


shoulders. 


You—you’re so 
changed!” 

“T s’pose I am, 
mother,” “Slim” an 
swered harshly. “I 
need money—l 
haven’t a cent. The 
old man_ would 
shoot me, I s’pose, if he knew I came to you for 
some.” 


WAS A BIDDER 


There was a movement in the hall. Both the 
occupants of the room heard it. “It’s your 
father!” said Mrs. Rogers anxiously. 
this is all the money I have. 
father sees you. 
she breathed. 

“Slim” left by the window. It was his favorite 
method of entrance and exit in any but the houses 
of the tenement district he frequented constantly 
now. He drew himself out onto the porch roof 
and made the slippery descent of a pillar. Froma 
window of the library a hand reached out, jerked 
him from the banister and father and son faced 
each other. The older man held a revolver in 
his hand and when he recognized his son his 
hatred for him grew in his eyes and he aimed 
the glistening weapon at him. “Slim” grabbed 


“Here— 
Go before your 
Good-by, my boy, good-by!” 











_—“e ee = 6S eee 















THE PHOTOPLAY MAGAZINE 





LEARN HOME IN YOUR SPARE TIME 


HOW TO WRITE & MARKET 


Rd ne ae | ideas, if e4 see iaterer ing am pa 
a tyou—why not put them into otoplays get 
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for it, they scuffled, and the revolver was dis- 
harged. The bullet entered the thigh of the 
older man. He fell with a cry for help, and 


Slim,” about to make his escape, was captured 
by two detectives who had come to report their 
failure to locate Mrs. Binkley and her son. 

Mrs. Rogers hurried in, and her husband 


pointed his finger at “Slim” with the command: 


Arrest him. He is an unnatural son—he shot 


At the end of a month Rogers was able to at 
tend his son’s trial and wavered not a bit in 


him his good-night kiss she would go out—Jim 
my never knew where. 

Out on the street her company went to who 
ever cared to bid for it. And always there was 
a bidder. 

The passing of another five years found thx 
mother and her son in more reduced circum 
stances. Jimmy was engaged as a messenger- 
and his mean little salary was in demand the 
minute he received it. Mrs. Binkley now ha 
no pretty clothes in which to go forth ever 
evening, but she went out in her shabby garment 





HER YI MET THOSE OF “SLIM’S” AND WITH A RECOGNITION THAT REFLECTED HORROR IN EACH FACE 


BROTHER AND 


his sternness when the judge sentenced “Slim” to 
ten years at hard labor 

Mrs. Rogers collapsed. “Slim’s” gaze sought 
his father’s eyes and saw there no mercy. A 


hand fell upon either shoulder and he bowed his 
head and was led away to his punishment. 


HE passing of five years brought Mrs. Bink- 
T ley and her son, now ten years old, to a 
life in two furnished rooms. The boy went to 
school and each night after they ate a frugal 
meal, Mrs. Binkley would bid Jimmy “run away 
to bed.” Then she would put on her pretty 
clothes, and after going into his room to give 


SISTER MET 


and sometimes Jimmy would find her on the floor 
in the morning in a Stupor. When she awoke, 
she would send him hurrying out for some 
“flake.” 

The end of this ten years saw the release of 
“Slim” from prison. As is usual the released 
found his way back to his former haunts. An 
acquaintance of the old days passed him, turned 
back and slapped him on the shoulder with the 
greeting : 

“It 7S ‘Slim.’ Glad t’see you. Come’n have a 
drink !” 

Before he left prison, “Slim” had half a no- 
tion that he would reform when he was freed. 
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So, with this remembrance, he refused, but it 
took only a little urging to prompt him to join 
his companion at one of the bars he used to fre- 
quent. There the old desires, the old appetites 
were again aroused and when a “rapper” sig- 
naled him from a near-by table, he held a short 
onference with him at the bar and followed him 
ut to the street. 

It was the same old tenement to which they 
found their way, but there were one or two new 


faces there. The light in the room was dim: the 


ve people gathered about the table were ex 


( itedly Cc 


imoring for their turn at the drug that 


was being passed among them. 
\s “Slim” and his companion entered, one of 
the wollen looked up. Hler eves met those of 


‘Slim’s” and with a recognition that reflected 
horror in each face, brother and sister met. But 
the appetite of each for the drug that meant their 


downfall veiled the tragedy of it to them and 


they took their turn ravenously when the paper 
slip was passed them to sniff. 
Then “Slim” went with Mrs. 


room, 


Binkley to her 
where the frank eyes of his nephew gave 
him an unpleasant sensation and he borrowed his 
sister’s last half-dollar and left. He had devel- 
oped a thought that was promising. 

The thought had to do with Mr. Binkley. He 
inquired for him at his office, but was refused ad 
mittance. Asking the clerk for paper and pencil, 
“Slim” wrote: 

“Tf the reward for the $5,000 still stands, I can 
tell you where my sister and your son live.” 

Mr. Binkley read the note and excitedly or- 
dered “Slim” to be admitted. 

“Slim” looked all of the things that the last ten 
years had done to him. Mr. Binkley, in the 
anxiety of the moment, went straight to the sub- 
ject that had brought him there. 

“What is this that you know about your sister 
and Jimmy?” he asked, wondering if “Slim” still 
told the truth. 

“Give me $500 on account and I'll bring you 
to them to-night,” Slim 


fingering his shabby hat 


answered, nervously 
Mr sinkley reflected for a moment, decided ta 
trust “Slim” and wrote out a check for the 
amount. 
“No, thanks,” “Slim” 


want the money 


smiled meaningly. “I 

“Very well,’ Binkley answered, going to the 
safe and taking out the designated sum 

“Don’t forget—to-night !” 

He spoke brokenly, in his thought of the hap- 
piness he was to enjoy in claiming his wife and 
son. 

“T’'ll be here at ten o'clock,” “Slim” promised, 
keeping a protective hand on the money that filled 


his pocket. He left, and Mr. Binkley dropp: 
into his chair to contemplate the happening of t! 
unexpected. 

Instead of returning to the room where 
had left his newly-found relatives, he took hi 
self and his wealth to the saloon, where he h 
resumed old acquaintances on this, his first d 
out of prison. 

When he left it was with uncertain steps. 

Two men disengaged themselves from 1 
group at the bar and followed him. A _ sh 
distance from the place they shoved him int 
dark corner and tried to take his money, 
“Slim” offered violent resistance and when 
gun of oe of the men discharged with a lo 
report they fled, leaving “Slim” wounded up 
the sidewalk. 

Painfully he managed to rise and with gr: 
effort got as far as Webster's drug store. H 
reached the telephone booth, staggered again 
its door and fell. Webster, realizing he w 
wounded, rushed to his aid, but was only in tin 
to witness a horrible death agony. 

As his last breath struggled through his tig! 
ened lips, a clock near-by struck ten. 

The evening had been a bad one for Mr: 
Binkley. A cough, which made her ache all ove: 
and which had been getting worse for weeks, ha 
her in its grasp this night and left her weak 
nervous and wildly craving for the drug tha 
seemed to serve as her only aid in warding otf 
the horrible cough. 

“Jimmy—go to—Webster’s and ask him—f 
some ‘flake.’ ” 

“A dime’s all I got,” returned the boy regret 
fully. “Will that do?” 

“Yes—that will buy—half a deck, and hurry 
his mother answered feebly. 

3ut Webster was suspicious of the messenge 
boy who entered and asked for the drug, so r 
fused it. 

Jimmy hurried back to tell his mother of hi 
failure, left the dime on the table and went bac! 
to report at the office. 

“Here, Jimmy,” he was ordered, “a call fro 
the Rogers, Binkley Company. Beat it!” 

It was ten-thirty when Jimmy reached the 
Rogers, Binkley Company. 

Somebody was pacing back and forth within th 
office and called a sharp “Come in!” in answe 
to Jimmy’s rap. 


The boy entered and a middle-aged man wit! 
worry-lines about his mouth and on his forehea: 
looked down at him. 

“T want vou to take this note to a detective 
agency—” 

He paused and looked earnestly at the boy 
standing at attention before him. 
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HE LOOKED INTO THE BOY’S EYES LONG AND REFLECTIVELY. THEN HE PRESSED HIM TO HIM WITH WORDS 


FTHAT SOUNDED LIKE A PRAYER. 


“What’s your name, boy?” Binkley asked. 
“Jimmy Binkley,” the messenger answered. 
The man’s hands shot forward and seized the 


boy's wrists, and, drawing the little fellow to 


him, he kked into his eyes long and reflectively. 


Then he pressed the boy to him with words that 
sounded like a prayer. They were, “My son!” 

Mrs. Binkley, left alone, struggled into her poor 
hat and shabby coat and tottered out through the 
hallway, down the stairs, and along the streets to 
the corner where Webster’s drug store shed its 
red and green lights. 

When she entered, the store was in confusion. 
Mr. Webster approached her and tried to persuade 
her to leave. She screamed that she wanted 
cocaine, but the druggist, knowing her strength 
to be about spent, refused it to her and insisted 
that she return home. With a final spurt of 
strength she attacked him with her thin, grasping 
hands. Just then the group in the corner of the 
store separated, leaving the body of “Slim” ex 
posed to view, and with a cry the woman fell 
across the form of her brother. 

\t that moment Jimmy and Binkley entered. 
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THEY WERE, “MY SON!” 


and Jimmy ran to the side of his mother. 

She was not dead. She was conscious and 
smiled a wan smile at her boy. Looking up she 
recognized her husband and shrank from him in 
contrition and terror. With a tight clasp on 
Jimmy’s hand, her sight failed, her faint breath 
ing stopped and Jimmy sobbed out his pitiful love 
over the body of her whom he had ever revered 

The police, in answer to Webster’s summons 
entered and took possession of the body of 
“Slim.” They returned for that of the woman, 
but Binkley waved them aside with the words 

“My wife—and—my son.” 

The awfulness of the tragedy of the two deaths 
swept over him, and in denunciation he pointed 
a finger at Webster: “This is your work!” 

With a cynical smile, Webster picked up th 
little brown bottle that had fallen from the fingers 
of the woman, now lying dead on the floor 

“Not mine,” he said. “Yours!” 

His forefinger indicated the label. It read: 

“Cocaine. 10 ers. 

“Poison. 

“Rogers, Binkley Company, Manufacturers.” 
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Bea Wanted 


AGENTS & 


emt. % One Sale a Day Means $90 


Te Profit a Week for You 
Frank Gotch uses the -s# —t No experience necessary. Nodelay. No 
Swedish Rhythmic Vi- Gea charge for Territory. Nocompetition. Ex- 


brator and says:  clusive field. Success assured. Remarkable 
** For limbering up, keeping (Gas offer. Kead every word carefully. Get an appointment and get started without delay. 
in condition and strengthening ; We are appointing men every day to manage our business in local territories. We need good, 








scles o 
epee oo 4-4 is ry honest men who are willing to work. 
of the Swedish Electric Vi- It is the chance of a life time. You will be in business for yourself. You will be your 
brator. Il always use one in my own boss — ind bundant money, pleasant position — and your time will be ia 
training < ful : ce a3 raches yourown. At home or traveling — all or spare time — get an appointment immediately & 
ae ol alt attieaiatian: and commence earning money pext week. We will give you today this opportunityto @ 
Make a Big Income this year. 4 


Make $5,000.00 This Year 


xives me a pe rfc ot circ ulation, 
Its use gives all the muscles 
; elasticity, make 8 one powerful, 
quick and active.’ 
\Wv2 will commission you our represen- most brilliant, easy and high class prop- 
tative to introduce THE SWEDISH osition that has ever been offered to 
VIBRATOR a most amazing seller. An wide-awake agents, general agents, and 
instrument for home vibratory massage managers. 
treatments. Needed by wy man, woman 
and family. Endorsed by the highest s i 
medical authorities in the world. Sells Investigate oe op Se 
to the home, to physicians, masseurs, oste- information at once. Send just your name 
opaths, chiropractors, barbers, beauty | and address on a postal card and all will 
parlors — unlimited market. be mailed FREE immediately. Agent’s 
sample furnished at wholesale price. 
D a Dela Throw away the Investigate. It costs you nothing to find 
on 0 little novelties out. Territory being rapidly assigned. But 
upon which you have to make ten or twenty one man allowed ina field. Give the name 
sales a day to pay expenses. Become a real of your county. Send your name and address 
salesman and make real and quick and big today. This isa brilliant opportunity. Do 
money. Many averaging four, five and not neglect. Do not put it off. Actimmese 
even ten sales a day. This is actually the diately. Address 


SWEDISH RHYTHMIC VIBRATOR CO., Rave CHICAGO, ILL. 
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That’s the money you should get this year mean it. ant County 
Sales Managers quick, men or women who belle ve in the oA... deal, who 
will go into partnership with me No experience needed, My folding 


Bath Tub has taken the country by storm. Solves the bathing problem. No 

plumbing, no water works required. Full length bath in any room. Folds 

in small roll, handy as an umbrella. I tell you it’s GREAT tivals $100 

bathroom Now, listen! I want YOU to handle your county lll furnish 

demonstrating tub on liberal plan. I’m positive—absolutely certain—you can 

get bigger money in a week with me than you ever made in a month before 
I KNOW IT. 


Two Sales a Day—$300 a Month 


should get—every month. Needed in every home, badly 





That’s what you 









wanted, eagerly) bought Modern bathing facilities for all the _ people. 
Take the orders right and left! Quick sales, immense profits. Look at 
these men. Smith, rehona? got 18 orders first week: Mevers, Wis., $2590 profit 
first month; New- ton, California, $60 in three days. You should do as well. 
2 SALES A DAY MEANS $300 A MONTH The work is very easy, pleas- 








ant, permanent, fasci- 
nating. It means a busi- 
ness Of your own. 


DEMONSTRATING 
TUB FURNISHED 








Little capital needed. I 
grant credit—Help you out—Back 
you up—Don’t doubt—Don’t hesitate— 


H. S. ROBINSON « aw Don't hold back—You cannot lose. My other 


President men are building houses, bank accounts, so can you. 


Act then, quick. SEND NO MONEY. Just name on penny 
569 Factories Bldg., Toledo, O. post-card for free tub offer. Hustle! 
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“Think! It may be that one of your thoughts , 
-can be made the film sensation of the year! 


You have the ability. 

You have the power to think. 

You have the brains to observe things. 
You have the experiences that can be 
| turned into strong, dashing photoplays. 


Why not write that photeplay—and sell it? 


| One thing you may tack. What? The technique—the 
: technical experience to exr ~ess that photoplay so its full power, 
grip and strength will be onickly evident. 








You can secure that. _How>? 


' 

> 

r The Photoplaywrights’ Association of America has in its service 

: experts who will criticize and give you correct technical advice 
on your photoplay— will show you how that production cf your 
thought and brain should be expressed, written, and set up to 
secure the best and quickest attention. 


What will this cost you? 


One dollar membership fee enrolls you a full-fledged member. 
For this fee you secure the services of the Association's experts 
in advising on all the photoplays you send in during a year— 
not only on one; but ‘on as many .as you like, Let us repeat and 
emphasize that. For one dollar (the membership fee for one 
year) you will receive this technical experience of the Associa- 
tion’s experts on as many photoplays as you can turn out in 
twelve months. Absolutely the only charge is one dollar, you, 
of course, paying the postage. 


Guaranteed Service—One Year, One Dollar 


and we mean service which will bear the guarantee of expert, result-producing advice, under 
direction of A. W. Thomas. 





Join Now. Send in your name and full address with one dollar to the 


Photoplaywrights Association of America 
8 South Dearborn Street, erp . 
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Because of their ries as a 
as Dramatic Merit,are the most 
popular Moving Pictures the world over 


Produced by 
AMERICAN HLM MEG, Co. 


CHICAGO 
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Send Coupon for Our New 
Book of Watch Designs 


\ Burlington Watch Company 
» Dept.1465. lgth st. 

























